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FREDERIC CUSHING 


The Editor’s 
Responsibility: 


May ask what you do... 


almost always happens the same way. After the 
landing gear has been drawn into the belly 
the plane with that alarming thud, and after the 
cruising pitch the engines has settled, then con- 
versation with seatmate begins. discuss such 
topics the take-off, the equipment (“Is this your 
first jet and our destinations. Soon now the 
question will come. 

“And may ask what you do?” 

“Tm book publishing,” answer. 

“Oh,” seatmate will remark, “how interesting.” 
Visions celebrities dance his head.) “You 
any chance, publish” (here you may fill the 
most recent expose Hollywood life, juicy mystery, 
work fiction) “which have been reading?” 

“No,” say, “our company had the privilege 
publishing” report our entries the best-seller 
list, dutifully “in our Trade Department. our 
College Department. publish college textbooks.” 

Now the interesting and infuriating reaction occurs. 
seatmate’s enthusiasm for work drops with 
the self-same thud the landing gear and 
offers, “When was college always seemed that 
profs were writing books for their own classes 
they could make some dough,” understand 
that textbooks are the profitable end publishing.” 
With this, polite and final “Oh, see,” seat- 
mate’s voice drops, few pleasantries are exchanged, 
and the flight from passes though had 
never met. 

gaze out the window into the middle distances 


clouds and sunlight. His indifference annoying 
and brings out strong desire communicate 
with him. want tell him about different, perhaps 
as-yet unknown “celebrity” whom plan see that 
very day, “celebrity” who may change, more than 
seatmate will know, the society which and 
his children will live. This “celebrity” world 
the college teacher, the college textbook author, who 
after years scholarly endeavor has gained insights 
into the teaching and learning process. These insights 
when coupled with scientific innovation may produce 
exciting contribution. college textbook pub- 
very practical ways. excited. seatmate 
bored. Could that feels pity? 

textbook publishers share many attitudes with 
our colleagues, the college teachers, but suppose 
come closest our dislike for the misplaced notion 
that what dull and boring, and results only 
from routine action. The good teacher lives the 
forward edge continual challenge, moving always 
toward clearer view his chosen academic world. 
The same true the college textbook publisher 
who reflects the desires the teacher and ultimately, 
after much joint labor with him, develops something 
real and practicable. The college teacher and the 
lege textbook publisher sit the same side the 
desk. Our goal: provide better tool for the 
trade. 

The achievement this goal calls forth most 
complicated series creative acts, acts which will 
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Textbooks 


culminate the availability something which 
“wasn't there before,” something which will inform, 
instruct, and perhaps guide higher plateaus 
learning the greatest strength our nation its eager 
and talented youth. 

During this month March hundreds teachers 
will convene committee our two thousand col- 
leges determine the structure next year’s course 
offerings. they assess student capabilities and the 
aims each course question with its relevance 
subsequent courses follow, they must logically look 
for text materials which will satisfy the standards 
they seek. will the rare occasion when the 
committee will not find among the offerings college 
publishers what will nearly, not completely, fill the 
bill. Some committees will amazed discover that 
the reorganization the course they plan will not 
quite difficult because new text has appeared 
which uses “their approach.” coincidence? The 
experienced college teacher who has been commu- 
nicating over the years with his college-textbook 
publisher knows not. Did not only last year 
tell one the publishers’ representatives that and 
few members the staff were considering changes 
the course? This bit intelligence was reported, 
recorded, and evaluated the publisher his editor- 
ial process: How often this kind suggestion being 
made? Where coming from? Who making it? 
How will this new course modify the others which 
usually follow? These questions, and many more, are 
asked and the answers are acted upon accordingly, 


the end that the publisher may risk his capital 
going into contractual arrangements with qualified 
author, and from this partnership author and pub- 
lisher something can evolve which there be- 
fore.” The steps required from the time the author 
commits himself the writing the manuscript 
the time the book published are many, calling upon 
the creative abilities the college-textbook publish- 
er’s staff. Editors will working closely with the 
manuscript, gathering advice and guidance from 
staff academic consultants. Book designers will 
developing artistic and appropriate format. The 
manufacturing department will arranging for 
paper, composition, printing, and binding. Editors and 
author will carefully check galleys and page 
proof. The authorities copyright will assure that 
the author’s work protected the United States 
Copyright Office. The book the way! Now 
must get ready publish make our efforts public. 
The advertising and promotion departments create 
attractive catalogs, circulars announce the impor- 
tant event. The regional representative personally 
visits the interested teacher, describing the new book 
and its advantages for the course study. The author, 
his job done, waits; the publisher, only part his 
job done, works and anticipates the reaction from 
the market. This the nervous time for all. 

Are these efforts always successful? Certainly not; 
and they were, don’t think that those the 
profession would take much pride 
our work. Like our partner, the teacher, must 
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willing experiment with the material, select, re- 
fine, dramatize all media available that more 
intellectually stimulating subject can taught. has 
been alleged, and judgment true, that 
new textbook will ultimately published audi- 
ence exists the academic world. The number 
books published each year would bear out this allega- 
tion. For example, one publisher has reported signing 
1960 fifty manuscripts space technology 
alone. Each year many experimental preliminary 
editions textbooks are published order “try 
them out” teachers and their students who are 
willing see there new and better way. 
vigorous competition among college textbook 
publishers offers continual assurance the public 
and the academic community that new ideas will 
nurtured and developed for that new market the 
world learning. 

The questions being asked are: there way 
teach without textbooks? How about Teaching 
Machines, Closed Circuit Television, Film 
Language Laboratories? The textbook publisher is, 
proud say, consistent his attitudes toward 
experimentation. Through the work the American 
Textbook Publishers Institute, several conferences 
national significance have been sponsored order 
bring leaders the new media education and the 
textbook publisher together. From these conferences 
has been apparent that even the publisher ex- 
periments will also experiment with 
the other media available. The publisher has not 
only contributed this experimentation the past, 
but has most instances led the field. For example, 
accurate and exciting magnetic tapes accompany 
foreign language textbooks have been provided 
publishers for some years; their availability has made 
the acquisition necessary equipment normal and 
necessary many campuses. Now possible 
learn foreign language active participation with 
skilled native speakers. Extraordinary care has been 
taken the publisher and his professional consultants 
give authenticity the tapes being used our 
language laboratories. 

Several years ago well-known publishing house 
offered teaching machine the market, but the 
market was not ready. That house, well many 
others, daresay, will offer various types machines 
reinforce the learning process the near future. 

soon experimentation with television 
teaching tool was begun, the publishers were able 
provide printed materials for national regional 


distribution. These texts were either specially 
and prepared adapted from existing materials 
that the student could have them for ready referenge 
the subjects presented the screen home 
classroom. 

for film strips, they are available from 
publishing houses outstanding examples the 
best visual-aid education. 

think that most textbook publishers continue 
hold the view that the textbook going 
ficult replace central tool learning, The 
modern textbook with its bright, eye-catching 
trations offers maximum flexibility the hands the 
good teacher. always available the student, 
and other teaching device gives him continuous 
opportunity for reference and review. 

Although the phrase “research and development” 
has received great attention our age scientific 
innovation, the activity not new the college 
publisher. The very essence our act publishing 
develops from “research” into changing new aca- 
demic areas and relies the practical and dynamic 
“development” that research with our partner the 
author. this standard activity for the publishing 
books, what about our responsibilities the other 
mediums instruction? Some publishers, usually the 
larger ones with broad base educational pub- 
lishing activities, have appointed executive “task 
forces” work intimately with all groups who are 
exploring new ways accelerate refine the 
ing process. These executives, calling upon many 
years experience, will make great contributions 
they help analyze the new and assess its suitability 
for the practical classroom situation. How will the 
classroom appear 1970? What courses will new? 
How will they offered? 

The clouds break below. see small city. 
start descend. The landing gear locked with 
thump. Soon now I'll the exciting place the 
college campus. Maybe that as-yet unknown “celeb- 
rity” and will talking about that something 
which “wasn’t there before.” seatmate stirs. 
smile pleasantly. “Don’t pity me,” want say, 
live your child’s tomorrow.” 


Rinehart and Winston, Inc., and Director the 
lege Department. has served Chairman the 
College Publishers Group and the American 
book Publishers’ Institute. 
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MERRILL POLLACK 


The Editor’s 


Responsibility: Magazines 


...to keep the faith 


very real sense editor middleman be- 
tween writers and readers. such, exercises 
terrible authority, one that may lead him the trap 
playing God not graced with workable 
sense humility. nature the authority vested 
him the one who decides what will printed 
and what will not printed. must prepared 
accept the consequences his decisions. Behind each 
decision accept reject manuscript and its 
broader implications, this means the decision cir- 
culate piece writing keep from public 
reading massive weight complex factors that 
make the man. has him the pressures and 
obligations, stated and implicit, presented the 
owners the publication edits. must reckon 
well with his own tastes, values, interests, convictions, 
prejudices, and caprices. How well and how honorably 
does his job depends more than anything else 
his sense editorial responsibility. 

responsibility the editor keep the faith intact 
both directions, yet not confuse the two. 

When writer writes has interior vision 
what wants say and how ought read. 


Through his first draft and all the subsequent revi- 
sions feeling his way towards that image. When 
finally releases his manuscript editor 
committed, saying, effect, that the work hand 
good capable making it. The editor 
knows this, yet, however much sympathizes with 
the particular agonies that into literary creation, 
must judge the manuscript its own merits. 
much can must overcome the temptation 
These are splendid sentiments, but the editor must 
remember that noble aspirations not guarantee 
beautiful prose; that good idea does not necessarily 
yield well-conceived story; that interesting sub- 
ject for article does not insure that the written 
account itself will interesting. 

The editor’s job easy only when manuscript 
very good very bad. One buys, the other 
sends back home. The writing that tests 
mettle the kind that part-good, part-bad. 
must ask himself, when faced with such manuscript, 
can this story saved? More than that, can 
made better? Experience and instinct can guide 
editor this point; there are reliable all-purpose 
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blueprints. Therefore, must cautious when 
proposes revision, for knows, should know, 
that revision can fail dismally. 


The responsibility the writer counsel, 
help the writer solve the problems that make his 
writing less than acceptable; the editor’s job 
play the devil’s advocate, bring manuscript 
unemotional, critical eye, attitude suspicion, 
even certain spirit destruction. There good and 
sufficient reason for this approach. Once story 
article printed should unassailable. fails 
make its point, fails convince because con- 
tains gaucheries writing, obscurities, contradictions, 
foolish statements, the reader being cheated. 
attacking the manuscript, searching out its weaknesses, 
and then working with the writer correct these 
deficiencies, the editor going long way towards 
keeping faith with the readers his publication. 
also meeting his obligation the writer, even 
though the writer this point may feel that the 
editor his enemy, callous, ignorant, simple fellow 
who sensitive bone his body. 


The editor-writer relationship fraught with pos- 
sibilities for bitter misunderstandings. The only work- 
ing relationship that has chance surviving 
one based honesty, even when hurts. steady 
contributor turns out manuscript that bad and 
unsalvageable, the editor has say so. has say 
why it’s bad when thinks knows. senses 
bad but cannot explain why and this does 
happen has admit that, too. His queries, his 
challenges, his attacks the manuscript, must 
predicated the idea that not trying destroy, 
but improve; not trying diminish the 
stature writer but bring him proper size 
and, many cases, make him better than actually 
is. 

Editors group tend incurable optimists. 
When they read manuscripts there momentary 
flicker hope just before they start reading that this 
story, this article, this poem, may something 
fine, well-wrought, authentic voice with something 
say. The disappointments are too numerous 
count, but the thing that keeps editors functioning 
the thought that the next manuscript will right, 
will something they can publish with satisfaction. 


the editor the responsibilities his job, 
must look far beyond the manuscripts that are 
submitted directly authors and literary agents. 
addition the reading does his office and the 


amount corollary reading books, other magazines, 
newspapers, small circulation literary and scholarly 
magazines published the United States and abroad, 
well technical and specialty journals. Writers 
are where you find them and whether editor strikes 
something promise manuscript that comes 
lege literary magazine, either lazy callous 
does not take the trouble write, the least, 
note appreciation the author. There are 
too many first-class writers around and none them 
are going live forever. There nothing rare 
spark originality and the ability turn gracious 
phrase. When editor finds these qualities new 
writer, especially someone trying get established, 
does service the world letters giving 
his encouragement, even knows there not the 
slightest possibility that this writer may ever 
use him his publication. 

all his dealings with individual writers, the edi- 
tor must remember that what buys and prints will 
offered large group readers, mass peo- 
ple. Whether the circulation his periodical 
counted the thousands the millions, the editor 
has guard against playing with statistics. 
may talk about circulation thirty thousand, 
over six million, but has remember that 
dealing with individuals, not numbers. The editor 
doesn’t exist who can say with accuracy what every 
one his readers interested in. can surveys 
his readership and find out, rough way, how 
wealthy his readers are, how many own their own 
homes, how many have automobiles, how many are 
Republicans and how many are Democrats, but 
will never able pin down the ephemeral ques- 
tions curiosity, political passion, esthetic level, 
ambition, and dreams glory. knows cannot 
publish single issue that will contain material 
equal interest all his readers. 

How, then, does proceed? know that every 
often newspaper magazine will publish 
story feature that will, with the help adver- 
tising and promotion, attract calculable number 
extra buyers. general rule, however, people 
not buy newspapers magazines this way; they buy 
the publication the basis its name: The Houston 
Post, The Chronicle The Press, The Saturday Eve- 
ning Post. Readers know that the contents these 
publications change from issue issue; the subjects 
change, the layouts change, everything changes. The 
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only constant, you can call that, the mystique 
the publication. publication puts value ag- 
fact, objectivity, clarity writing and 
integrity all its endeavors, will attract reader- 
ship that values these same things and will keep re- 
these standards. 


the minimum, then, the editor keeps faith with 
his readers trying maintain the same values 
from issue issue. There limit how high 
may aspire but the lower boundary specific and 
the editor knows cannot pass below for reasons 
titutes his publication. 


All the same, virtue not its own reward pub- 
lishing. While respecting the readers and the diversity 
their reasons for turning his publication, the 
editor must appreciate the fact that readers may 
sympathize with his problems but nothing earth 
going keep them coming back for more unless 
keeps them informed, interested, and entertained. 
There are innumerable solutions possible and they 
work without sacrificing standards they are legitimate. 
compress the problem, think fair say that 
publication for non-specialized audience can 
considered healthy offers the reader certain 
amount material that predictable and readily 
grasped along with measure material that un- 
expected, strange and even difficult. 


The public may uninformed certain areas but 
not unintelligent. For time, the public may 
enjoy layouts that are splashy and different but novel- 
without substance self-liquidating. The public 
will respond original, entertaining style writ- 
ing but its patience and tolerance wears thin when 
confronted with overdose imitative writers. 
Diversity and change are necessary, but not ends 
themselves. 


the degree that editor aware these fac- 
tors must understand the function his publica- 
tion. internal house organ, for example, not the 
ideal platform for the editor air his discontent with 
the business practices his company. newspaper 
has its responsibility the dissemination the daily 
record: opinion and editorializing belong the edi- 
torial page and under the bylines columnists. 
general interest magazine, publishing articles, essays, 
fiction and poetry for mass audience, does itself and 
its readers disservice without warning publishes 
eccentric writing perverse layouts just for the sake 


having something different its pages. not 
suggesting that there place for experimental 
writing and new techniques layout and illustration 
general interest magazine. There is. But when 
these things are offered, the reader should prepared 
for them such way that does not end feeling 
baffled betrayed. 

Like the writer, the editor has mental picture 
what his final product ought wants the 
pages his magazine contain thoughtful, com- 
prehensive reporting, well-reasoned essays, interest- 
ing and exciting fiction, beautiful and arresting 
outs and illustrations. Each issue that reaches the 
newsstand compromise between what the editor 
wished and what was able accomplish 
with the material hand. published only when 
felt had the ingredients for good issue 
would undoubtedly produce different and possibly 
better product but wouldn’t magazine. Con- 
sidering the pressures deadline, the uneven flow 
material, the necessity for last-mimute changes and 
the economics publishing, think impressive 
that editors perform well they do. 


Still, there room for complacency; there never 
is. part his sense responsibility the public, 
the editor has regard each issue imperfect 
thing. When reviewing its contents has ask 
himself honestly the issue good could 
have been. has pay attention not only what 
sees, but the things that the magazine. 
always planning ahead, thinking about special 
features that wants the magazine, but cannot 
escape the responsibility for here and now. review- 
ing what doing, what thinks doing, 
must ask himself whether might not con- 
descending his audience assuming that certain 
material either too difficult too remote from the 
mainstreams popular interest. 

best can, the editor has find out what 
happening the country. The temper the people 
restlessness among the citizenry; goals and standards 
are always under reassessment. There are several ways 
get specific information: you read assortment 
newspapers and magazines, you listen radio and 
watch television, you pay attention the letters sent 
readers. This part the process. The rest 
nebulous: you move around, you listen, you look, 
with one idea try sense the spirit the time. 

Consider what has happened this country the 
last forty years so: World War major depres- 
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sion, World War II, the formation the United 
Nations, Korea. These are gross landmarks. the 
last two decades there have been several concurrent 
revolutions economics, science, education. 
Today the United States has the highest standard 
living its history. Because two major wars and 
one police action, millions Americans have had 
brutal and eye-opening experience many foreign 
lands. Travel today easier and priced within the 
grasp almost everybody. The ubiquitous auto- 
mobile has made accessible all the United States, 
good part Canada and the Latin countries well. 
Newspapers, magazines and books, radio 
vision the tools what call mass communica- 
tions have given sophistication never had 
before. The world not necessarily more plausible 
intelligible because this flood information, 
but more immediate. Almost one ascends 
adulthood today without least elementary 
school education and youngsters finish high 
school. the last decade more and more young men 
and women have been going college and there 
every indication that college enrolments will continue 
climb. the usual working week has gotten shorter 
and people have more free time than ever before, 
there has been flowering cultural activity 
almost every community. Someone made the state- 
ment recently that nowadays more people con- 
certs than ballgames. Certainly it’s true that com- 
munity orchestras are flourishing; museums are at- 
tracting greater crowds than ever before; most siz- 
able communities support local theater group and 
have facilities for any road shows that may come 
through. Annual arts festivals are becoming common- 
place. 


too long ago that editors large circula- 
tions magazines had check themselves periodically 
make certain they weren't getting too far ahead 
their readers. Today quite another matter: 
editors have keep alert simply stay abreast 
all the things that are happening and they must exert 
themselves they hope anticipate correctly the 
things that will interest the public the 
immediate future. Because our media communica- 
tion are well-greased, what avante-garde today 
may not have time season properly before be- 
comes middle garde rear garde. The public absorbs 
new ideas, new information almost rapidly 
becomes available. Subjects that once had application 
primarily small intellectual monied elite are 


now within the province and ken the vast middle 
class. There hunger the land, hunger know, 
learn, comprehend the world ideas 
the world see. 

Because this appetite much with us, 
the least must try match the liberality 
look demonstrated the public. Editors cannot safely 
rely inertia carry them through this time 
intellectual transition, nor can they depend editor. 
ial policies that have worked the past 
working. 

These things are easy enough say. The climate 
that prevails editorial office determines whether 
not publication will move with the times and 
help show the way, lumber along monolithic 
complacency. Eventually, someone every office has 
make decision and hold fast, but editorial 
milieu operates most effectively when the editor-in- 
chief accessible his staff and when each man 
that staff encouraged and expected speak his 
mind freely. such environment there are bound 
differences opinion and sometimes may 
seem everyone going off different direc- 
tion. But diversity opinion reconcilable when the 
atmosphere open. Although this arrangement might 
sound conducive atmosphere insurrection 
anarchy, actual practice yields surprisingly 
unified editorial approach and the magazine becomes 
rot only the sum its contents but the best think- 
ing its editorial staff well. can argued that 
the interests group editors are, microcosm, 
various and unexpected the interests the read- 
ers. When editors are given opportunity help 
influence their magazine terms their personal 
curiosities and enthusiasms, the organism thrives and 
preserves flexibility that makes capable adven- 
tures many different directions without ever losing 
its cohesiveness. 

Thus, the man has managed the difficult feat 
maintaining high standards, openness mind and 
intellectual honesty simultaneously with writers, with 
readers, and with his fellow-editors, then the ap- 
proaches fulfillment the ultimate responsibility 
that keeping faith with himself human being. 


Merrill Pollack associate editor the Sat- 
urday Evening Post, one its four fiction editors. 
Before joining the staff the Post, did editorial 
work for United Press, the Brooklyn Citizen, and 
Promenade Magazine. 
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CHARLES EDWARD EATON 


Three 
Poems 


BALANCE POWER 


Leaving dogma the timid, shall we, then, tenta- 

The man who yet come into the world 

May wait among the marginal, tenebrous ways 
live. 


not mean that prefer recesses, byways, 

Only that should know each angle our image 
the sun, 

The shadowed aftermath passages and highways. 


Out scything this morning, cut down clump 
peonies. 

Tousled aborigines they stood, now pink, pallid, 
prostrate: 

was one those too intent clear what their 
pathway lies. 

And yet was moment there more keen and whet- 
ted— 

love American morning free interference. 

Actuality, elegance, may very well mutually re- 
gretted. 


But had mistook their mask meaning for 
own— 

They were scarcely aboriginal. dipped them quickly 

the fountain like many heads severed the 
bone. 


wife came running out witness the bizarre— 

The knife flashing the grass, the woman dreaming, 

And the wet, revived peonies refused all prophecies 
what our motives are. 
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GUIDED TOUR 


That friend who wished see the Della Robbia urn, 
old source and center imaginings— 

only she had been true lover things, 

might have shown somewhat less concern. 


But put her off with hummingbird 

That stuck like winged jewel the screen: 
One can quite easily arrange the scene 

For her, pretend one has not heard. 


And she, thank God, forgot wheedle. 

The urn retained its offerings the shade: 

The puncturing hummingbird had said 

much could want conversation’s needle. 


Ashes feed the flowers, smoke 

purely not bereft 

When jewel-sparkling friend has left 

Without that secret scent which might have made 
her choke. 


She has not stirred matter its pith— 

Thank God, thank God. Things slip through the 
hands 

merchant wives and brigands— 

urn sits like phoenix its myth. 


FANATICS 
REPLY 


(Please don’t eat the roses fence.) 
But then traded once diffidence 

Until roses smelled like cheese for rats. 


There’s surely trouble had 

From fencing place closing house; 
One’s character obsessions may not faze 

man with thoughts being weak bad. 


are stuck with smell cheese 

though were forever setting traps— 
hear midnight such mishaps 

And suffer dreams being one those 


whom gave perfect view roses: 
There crime and here criminal who fits. 
But transposed, footpad rough boots, 
fumble the dark, ambivalent with causes. 


North Carolinian birth, Charles Edward Eaton, now Merlin Stone, Woodbury, Connecticut, once 
headed the Creative Writing Program the English Department the University North Carolina. His 
poems and short stories have appeared over forty magazines and reviews, including Sewanee Review, Yale 
Review, Poetry, Atlantic Monthly, and Epoch, and he-has published three volumes poetry The 
Bright Plain, The Shadow the Swimmer (which won the Ridgely Torrence Memorial Award), and the 
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KEMP MALONE 


...@ natural leader his countrymen 


Norway produced two great literary men the 
19th century: Ibsen and Bjérnson. The two were 
equally great but markedly different. Ibsen won fame 
dramatist; Bjérnson, dramatist, novelist, and 
lyric poet. Ibsen stuck closely his art; Bjérnson 
went into politics well, and served his country 
various ways. Ibsen spent most his adult life 
abroad; Bjérnson stayed home, except for short 
periods travel. Ibsen was cold and some ways 
unsympathetic figure; Bjérnson had warm, vibrant 
personality which won him the affection all Nor- 
wegians and made him natural leader his country- 
men. Both men, however, were progressive rather than 
conservative spirit; both came have deep in- 
terest social and economic problems; each in- 
fluenced the other. Here will sketch career 
and then pass brief consideration some 
his twenty-one plays. 

was born the year 1832, 
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the remote north Norway. His father was priest 
the established Church (Lutheran) and the boy 
was brought religious atmosphere. left the 
University before graduation, and went into journal- 
ism. the year 1857 published novel and play, 
and the same year became director the theater 
Bergen, one the chief seaports Norway. 
1860 was granted what should call traveling 
fellowship and spent most the next two years 
abroad, chiefly Rome. During the winter 1880- 
1881 made lecture tour the United States, 
and spent several winters Paris the earlier 
part his career. 1874 bought farm south- 
ern Norway and lived there the rest his life. 
died 1910, after many years almost continuous 
productivity. 

Bjérnson’s life writer falls into two distinct 
periods; the dividing line comes somewhere the 
the earlier period was primarily the 
artist. Here belong nearly all his lyrics, his one long 
narrative poem (Arnljot Gelline), and his historical 
novels, tales, and plays. the later period Bjérnson’s 
writings reflect his views political and social 
reformer. Indeed, one may further and say that 
used his artistic talents not for their own sake but 
promote the causes which became interested. 
these later works his almost invariably de- 
picts some aspect the contemporary scene. The past 
came interest him less than the present. 

the plays the earlier period will mention 
only four: Kong Sverre (King Sverri), 1861; Sigurd 
Slembe, 1862; Maria Stuart Skotland, 1863; and 
Sigurd Jorsalfar (Sigurd the Palmer), 1872. These 
plays are all historical, and three them belong 
the Scandinavian Middle Ages. The first two are based 
the Heimskringla Snorri Sturluson, the Ice- 
lander, and general the early Bjérnson shows 
every turn the influence the Icelandic sagas. This 
influence was means restricted Bjérnson, 
course. Many other Norwegian writers owe their 
inspiration and their material great part medi- 
eval Icelandic literature. One may mention par- 
ticular the late Sigrid Undset, whose historical novels 
must called continuation, however modified, 
the Icelandic genre. 

impossible understand the development 
modern Norwegian literature unless one bears 
mind its Icelandic background. The Icelanders, 
everybody knows, came from Norway, and their con- 
nections with the motherland remained close through- 
out the Middle Ages. The Norwegians themselves 


quite naturally look upon medieval Icelandic 
ture part their own literary heritage. This alll the 
more since Norway plays important part the 
Icelandic sagas. Many these, indeed, are wholly 
partly Norwegian setting. The Heimskringla 
particular is, effect, history early Norway. The 
tremendous literary achievements the Icelanders 
medieval times quite overshadowed the meager liter. 
ary productions the Norwegians proper, and set 
standard which has never been surpassed anywhere 
the Scandinavian north from that day this. For 
the Scandinavians, then, medieval Icelandic literature 
takes its place alongside the literature classical 
antiquity subject study the schools and uni- 
versities and looked upon the finest northern 
flower literary art. was inevitable that 
should fall under the influence this great literature, 

another way the literary productions the 
landers became linked with Bjérnson’s interests this 
early period his career. have mind 
study peasant life and culture Norway. The 
speech the peasantry, northwest Norway least, 
had kept fairly close that medieval Scandinavian 
speech which the Icelanders cling even now, and 
which the masterpieces Icelandic prose are 
written. And the culture which the Icelandic sagas 
reflect was its essence rural culture, though heroic 
and aristocratic enough. One may compare the essen- 
tially rural culture reflected the Iliad and Odyssey 
Homer. Idealization rural life and rural ways 
familiar here America. Thomas Jefferson 
believed firmly that only agricultural civilization 
could truly democratic, and many people even 
now look upon the rural population the backbone 
our nation. This exaltation the country against 
the city characteristic western culture generally 
developed the Middle Ages and was handed 
down modern times, and serves one the many 
marks differentiation between ancient and modem 
times. the 19th century the rise the science 
folklore and the cult the common man turned the 
spotlight the peasantry more than ever. 
enlisted early this cause. The novels and tales 
his earlier period deal almost wholly with peasant 
life, and presents this life with simplicity 
diction that reminds one William Wordsworth, 
though has closer links, course, with the Ice- 
landic sagas, which were written style equally 
simple and equally effective. 

But let turn back Bjérnson’s early plays. will 
take only one these: Sigurd Slembe. This play 
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falls into three parts and might perfectly 
called trilogy. based upon the story Sigurd 
Sigurd was educated for the priesthood, and had 
actually got far enough along his career become 
deacon, but when learned from his mother that 
was bastard son King Magnus Barefoot 
Norwegian king who flourished toward the end the 
century his ambitions were aroused and gave 
the cloth for politics. His attempt seize the 
throne Norway failed, and the end fell into 
the hands his enemies, who tortured him death 
the most grisly fashion. The nickname Slembe 
which the dramatist calls Sigurd short for Icelandic 
slembi-diakn ‘sham deacon.’ The tragic story Sigurd 
Slembe told the Heimskringla very briefly but 
with all the literary power which one would expect 
from the pen that prince historians Snorri Stur- 
luson. elaborates the simple heart-rending 
tale almost much Thomas Mann elaborates the 
Biblical story Joseph. makes tremendous thing 
it. One critic (W. Payne) goes far call 
trilogy “the greatest work Norwegian 
literature.” Certainly combines power and beauty 
few works do. 

the later period his literary career 
turned from the past the present, and from art 
such art the service reform. number 
reform movements gained his support but here must 
confine myself three: the emancipation woman, 
the labor movement, and something which call 
temperance moderation for want better name. 
First, women’s rights. take two plays way 
illustration: the farce Geografi Kaerlighed (Geog- 
raphy and Love) and the serious play Hanske 
Glove). When call Geografi Kaerlighed 
farce not mean that there was serious purpose 
behind it. There was such purpose. But the whole 
thing presented the style which know 
farce. The play deals with family life should not 
be. The husband, Professor Tygesen, absorbed 
his geographical investigations that nothing else 
matters him. His wife particular suffers; geog- 
raphy swamps room after room their home until 
little space left for anything else, and poor Karen 
sees herself reduced mere handmaid geograph- 
ical study. The daughter Helga treated even worse, 
that possible: she forced out the home 
altogether and put into boarding-school. And the 
old maid, Miss Rambek, treated worst all; she 
truly slave geography. The three women final- 


rebel, all them, and the home broken up, 
with results unpleasant for everybody that the 
end the contending parties get together again. 
the professor who wins, the face it: the women 
come back home. But has learned his lesson. 

The other play women’s rights built about 
broken engagement marriage. Alf has fallen 
love with Svava and she with him. They are temper- 
amentally well suited each other. All would have 
gone well, but Svava finds out that Alf had once had 
affair with another woman; had seduced her, 
fact. Alf, when taxed with it, admits it, but considers 
matter importance; all done and over 
with. cannot understand why Svava refuses 
marry him because this earlier affair. She asks him 
whether would marry her she had had such 
affair, and replies, “Certainly not; you would not 
the pure woman thought you were and fell 
love with, but somebody quite different.” Svava points 
out that that was the way she felt about him until 
she learned his lapse from sexwal virtue, but 
cannot see that there any parallel. She then pro- 
ceeds break the engagement. Her resolution 
fortified when she learns that her own father, whom 
she has idolized and idealized all her life, habitually 
unfaithful her mother. She comes believe that 
man cannot trusted live his marriage 
vows. For her that means that marriage impossible, 
far she concerned. Here she vividly con- 
trasted with her mother, who has put with her 
infidelities all her life. Svava 
determined have husband who can trusted; 
otherwise, she will remain single. Alf genuinely 
and deeply love with Svava, and feels the blow 
very keenly indeed. the end the play makes 
last visit Svava. quote their last words: 


Alf. have only one thing ask you, then wait for me. 
know, now, the road that will take you. had 
drawn plan life for the two and though shall 
doing alone now want carry the plan out: want 
and will. And then, some day, maybe, when you see 
how true you am, you? 


But why? 


Alf. need live by. those who make the more 
life the harder its goal reach. 


Svava. cannot it. And what will you have? You want 
wait. What does this mean? done and yet not done; 
try forget, and yet keep hoping anew. No. 


Alf. Just one word, for me. 


Svava. But don’t you realize that you only could give 
once again the joy that comes simply from perfect trust—do 
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you think wait for you then? No, come and thank you 
knees. Can you doubt that even for instant? 


Alf. No, no. 


Svava. But now don’t have it. 

Alf. 

Svava. beg you! 

Alf. Goodby, goodby. But meet again. meet again. 
must have some sign. sure sign. Give your hand. 

Svava gives him both her hands. Alf leaves. Mother enters. 
Mother. Did you promise him anything? 

Svava. think did. 


She hides her face her mother’s shoulder. Curtain. 


The other two causes taking up, labor and 
temperance, are both treated the double play Over 
(Beyond one’s Powers). The first the two 
plays this name deals with clergyman and his 
family. The clergyman, Pastor Sang, saintly 
character that can work miracles. particular, 
cures the sick the divine power which goes out 
him and heals whatever touches. His life 
devoted this work healing. never thinks 
himself. spends himself without stint the service 
others. His income too goes good works, that 
there often not enough eat the parsonage. 
The spiritual pace sets too much for his wife 
and his twin children, boy and girl. Without 
realizing sacrifices his family his divine 
mission. 

The play opens with the wife lying sick. She 
suffering from physical exhaustion. 
Pastor Sang hopes make her well praying over 
her, has done for many others. knows 
that she not believer like himself, and that her 
driving power love him, not love God. the 
past this knowledge his has kept him from curing 
her sickness; her lack faith made him lack faith 
too, and thus made him fail when tried cure 
her the methods had successfully used with 
others. This time hopes better. feels 
certain himself that confident giving 
her too the strength has much of. make sure 
success sends for his children, who are away 
boarding-school. The whole family gather 
about the mother’s bedside, and weave great prayer 
which will make her well. But the children, like the 
mother, lack the faith that makes the father worker 
miracles. Their experience life, short is, 
has taught them that there only one Christian 
the world: their father. Nobody else lives the 
teachings Jesus. such they conclude 


with inexorable logic, their rehgion 
suited the human animal. Such life 
tically all mankind. They themselves are not capable 
it. 

The great scene last comes. The pastor calls 
sick wife from her bed. His power lifts her up; she 
rises and walks, like the sick people that Jesus cured 
biblical story. And then she falls dead. She has 
been swept beyond her powers. Her death breaks the 
forces that have kept her husband going and too 
falls dead. The moral obvious: moderate your 
demands life and your fellows. Otherwise your 
strivings will end disaster. 

The second the two Over plays deals with 
strike; that is, with battle between labor and 
capital. The leading characters are the twin children 
the other play, now adults. the first play the 
two chief characters are man and wife, and the woman 
has sacrificed herself her husband. the second 
play have, instead, brother and sister, but the 
sister does not sacrifice herself the views her 
brother. the contrary, she goes her own way. The 
brother has inherited from his father the impulse 
beyond his powers. This impulse takes the form 
backing the labor movement with all has. The 
children have inherited great wealth, and the brother 
spends his share keep the strike going. The sister 
her share more conventional way: she spends 
only the income, not the principal, and she spends 
the care the sick. That is, she refuses 
beyond her powers. the end the strike leads 
violence and the death many men, including the 
too idealistic brother, who loses his own life and ruins 
his own cause his intemperance and fanaticism. 

One can imagine the horror with which 
would look what going our own times. His 
teachings modesty and moderation were never 
more greatly needed than now. The wild men whose 
activities foresaw have nearly wrecked our world. 


Let see that they are not allowed finish 
the job. 


Kemp Malone, Mississippian birth, Geor- 
gian upbringing, Professor Emeritus English 
the Johns Hopkins University, Baltimore. His pres- 
ent address Box 181, the Johns Hopkins University). 
His interest things Scandinavian goes back his 
student days, spent, part, Denmark and Iceland. 
During the academic year 1961-62 will Berg 
Visiting Professor English New York University. 


| 
I 
| 


Randall Jarrell 


KOBLER 


Seeks Truth Fantasy 


world 


That you long ago lost heart represent 


old fairy tales and modern poetry have anything 
common? 

The contemporary American poet Randall Jarrell 
believes they do. convinced the similarities 
techniques and purposes these literary forms 
that blends the two many his most interesting 
poems. also regrets that there third point 
comparison: both are too often neglected American 
readers, young and old. 

attitude toward the importance poetry 
obvious from the fact that poet. The im- 
portance the old folk tales, myths and fairy stories 
equally apparent two poems, both which con- 
cern children using public libraries. Each poem ex- 
presses Jarrell’s complaint that neglect or, worse 
even, disavow This German word for folk 
tales and myths employed throughout the poems 
because many the tales Jarrell adapts come from 
Germanic literature and because word that fits 
neatly into his poetic forms. 

the poem “The Carnegie Library, Juvenile Di- 
vision,” Jarrell says that the fairy stories found 
the shelves can provide young reader with some- 
thing better than reality, with 


country the child thought life 
And wished for and crept out his own life. 


Thus indicates that fairy tales are great and con- 
tinuing dreams mankind, coming down through 
the centuries precisely for the reason that they have 
always provided children and adults with exactly the 
other world they need but are not able create 
dream for themselves. Adults undoubtedly created 
these myths which evil always overcome the 


good and the pure, through the use magic and 
supernatural help. They created this dream world 
fill some gap their real world. Jarrell asks, then, 
his poems why the adults, and ehildren, today 
not have similar need. His answer that they 
do, but that they are not filling with either fairy 
stories poetry. Reading such literature has gone 
out style. 

early version the second poem, “Children 
Selecting Books Library,” the poet shows how 


children unfortunately grow away from 
asks: 


How can these games and giants lure them 

They are not learning answers but method: 
give their own dilemmas for the great 
Maze The World—to turn all their gold 
For the bank-notes the one unwithering State. 


But the Carnegie Library poem, Jarrell charges 
adults with greater misdeed than that simply 
allowing children outgrow fairy tales and poetry. 
says actually attempt deprive children 
this reading, when asks the librarians: 


Must you still isle such, raiders from world 
That you long ago lost heart represent? 


The word isle here refers the complete spiritual 
separation isolation the children from the folk- 
tales, but the same time suggests the aisle spell- 
ing. The books are arranged the shelves such 
way make them also physically out the 
reach the children. The result this separation 
children and that too many youngsters 
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today are unwilling unable read, enjoy and profit 
from either these long-time dreams man any 
other form imaginative writing. 

But what, some may ask, can gained children, 
adults, from reading obviously untrue and 
impossible stories, folk tale poetic form? Al- 
though Jarrell certainly does not advocate that the 
sole end creative writing moral instruction, 
teaching any nature, does believe that fairy 
tales and poetry properly employed and appreciated 
can help man change his world showing him first 
how change himself through self-knowledge. This 
gaining the self, Jarrell sees it, the tasting 
one’s own blood, essential any understanding 
the world any cure its ills. Fairy stories and 
poetry can help give man this lesson changing, 
can provide metamorphosis for man, just the 
figures many these old tales are provided with 
metamorphosis. These stories can show man what 
and why, man only has the will use what 
learns. see the following lines that the poet 
pessimistic about man’s chances learning, be- 
cause the pressure society and life upon him. 
addresses these tales: 


learned from you much about many things 

But never what were; and yet you made that 

found you the knowledge for life 

But not the will use our lives 

That were always, somehow, different from the books’. 
learn from you understand, but not change. 


Yet pessimism not profound that 
refuses try help man gain this self-knowledge. 
That why these myths and folk stories are his 
poetry. They are different world, and poetry 
different world; they employ magic, and poetry em- 
ploys magic; they are form poetry, and poetry 
form Thus, poetry and are 
equally neglected today’s United States because the 
two are fundamentally the same thing, and both are 
alien large segments our society. 

Three quite different poems, all employing the same 
legend, provide good examples the way Jarrell 
blends the old fairy tales with new poetry provide 
his readers with various forms self-knowledge. The 
legend used that the little princess who pricked 
her finger and slept for one hundred years behind 
the walls thorn-covered castle, until she was 
awakened love and eternal happiness the kiss 
handsome prince. These poems are “The Sleep- 
ing Beauty: Variation the Prince,” “La Belle 


Bois Dormant” and “Hohensalzburg: Fantastic 
tions Theme Romantic Character.” 

the first-named poem, Jarrell makes funda. 
mental change the story told the Brothers 
Grimm. Instead awakening the princess eternal 
happiness life, Jarrell’s prince, the form 
father, joins his princess-son eternal happiness 
death. The poem tells two stories once: the varia. 
tion the sleeping beauty legend and the story 
father reading this particular bedtime story his 
son. Elements the poem contain meanings both 
levels the same time. The opening line, for 
ample, reads: 


After the thorns came the first page. 


This certainly must mean that after overcoming the 
thorny problems getting small, unwilling child 
bed, the father has turned the first page the 
book. the same time, the prince the legend has 
come through the thorns surrounding the castle and 
has reached the first little pageboy asleep inside. The 
employment double images continues through the 
first two stanzas until the father becomes involved 
the story itself that forgets about his 
presence. The poem then deals with Jarrell’s varia- 
tion the legend, which magic sword not 
employed bringer life, but death. placed 
between the prince and princess (or the father and 
son) symbol the absence physical love. Their 
love heavenly and eternal rather than earthly and 
transitory. tale, the prince goes sleep 
along with the princess, and both sleep together 


here the last long world 
That you had found; that have kept. 


The prince refuses return the princess life. 
continue sleep peacefully together better. the 
last line, the poem returns from the legendary story 
the worldly story the father, perhaps awakening 
from slight doze himself, exclaims, 


Look, fast asleep. 


induced sleep his son just the witch induced 
the princess. The father, then, may considered 
both the witch who hurts and the prince who 
saves. Jarrell seems say that father may, 
times his own eyes and those his 
son, both good and evil the boy—a fact all 
fathers and sons should certainly recognize true. 
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The second poem employing the same legend, This passage foreshadows the later action the poem 
Belle Bois Dormant,” morbid yet satisfying which the ghost turns out vampire that 

poem. The woman here asleep wood, just the speaker into another vampire. The 
the princess the original, but this poem she single drop blood that put the princess 
sleeps wooden trunk, and she certainly not sleep the original legend and that disappeared 
sleeping beauty. She dead, killed her husband from the finger the touch the prince 

and placed the trunk, which turn was placed the first Jarrell poem discussed here, this poem 
the locker railway station. Here she sleeps, sur- becomes whole body full blood that transferred 
rounded unknowing people rather than thorns, from the man the vampire and then disappears 

and Jarrell says, into black pudding, ironically marked with sign: 
“To eat verboten.” But the blood here serves the 
porter, even with check same purpose, unite the two forever death. Thus 
forceps for her hard delivery the exchange blood blends the two into one, just 

the kiss does the folktale. Since the girl has his 

comes her. Contrast this sleep from which she can blood, she literally his life, but she also his death. 

awake only through the use forceps, with the sleep and death are all the things man really has for 
the princess who was awakened one, light kiss. the ghost-vampire both these, she 
Other comparisons between this poem and the all that the man is; all that she is. They are 
older story are many. For example, while the woman perhaps all the world one. least, Jarrell 
sleeps “the thorns clamber her stony veins” just this way the concluding lines the poem: 
the thorns crawled the stony walls the castle. 
Instead kiss from prince, “the blood fondles And yet surely, the last, all these are one. 
her outrageous mouth.” the legend, the prince also are forever one: 
wished the princess awake from the enchanted spell. dweller the earth, invisible. 
the poem the husband wishes the dead woman 
were alive again, two ways, since the line re- Two more poems, both which employ the Hansel 
peated. wishes that the deed were undone Gretel story, provide further, brief evidence 
she were really alive; wishes that her body methods which the poet adapts such legends 
found and she returned the life that exists for his own purposes. “The which sub- 
body the newspapers and police reports. titled “Grimm’s Tales,” not only uses this story 

either case, his feeling suspense would lifted. foundation, but also mentions large number 

see the final stanza this poem approxi- such “The Valiant Little Tailor” and “The 

mately the same variation the legend seen the and the Flea.” The poem consists amaz- 

previous one: the sleeping woman will not awak- blend the Hansel and Gretel story with Chris- 

ened from her enchanted sleep. But this poem leaves tian beliefs, drawing from the two the conclusion, 

unstated the fact that the murderer will someday that metamorphosis man necessary 
the murdered final sleep. Whether will wrongs and gain peace: 
serene that the father-son, Jarrell does not 
presume tell us. Had you not learned—have not learned, from tales 
The third poem making use this legend far Neither beasts nor kingdoms nor their Lord, 

the best the three. The speaker “Hohensalzburg: But our own hearts, the realm death— 


Neither rule nor die? change, change. 
Fantastic Variations Theme Romantic Char- 


acter” young man who first imagines that the 


But these German ghosts—harsh clumsy things— death. But having thought such thing, cannot 
Haunt one, but only change 


Men into things, things into things. escape even the guilt the thought. the poem, 


ghost visiting his castle simply this same princess, This same brother-sister legend appears Quilt 
asleep ghost. says: Pattern” which boy attempts escape from his 
oversolicitous mother into dream based the ad- 
thought first ventures the two children. tormented, guilt- 
That you were only ghost, patterned dream which the boy discovers can 
ghost asleep castle that asleep. truly escape his mother only one way—through her 
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the mother appears both the mother Hansel and 
Gretel and the witch who caught the youngsters 
the woods, making her doubly evil and, way, 
similar the father who read his son sleep. 
Hansel escaped his plight through magic, this boy 
escapes his, for time least, through his only avail- 
able magic—sleep. 

Since Jarrell believes completely the necessity 
having, using, appreciating and understanding both 
create his own combination the two, writing poem 
that will tell new fairy tale mythical story. This 
has done the exciting poem “Seele Raum,” 
whose title borrowed from Rilke because 
Space’ sounded glib.” poem employs 
imaginary eland symbolize the soul woman, 
soul that has been oppressed society. The family’s 
imaginary animal symbol the soul, which 
might just well imaginary, too, for all the free- 
dom and value has. Apparently the children the 
poem first invented the eland playmate, 
children are quite likely do. They soon forgot it, 
but their mother that time had adopted stand 
for her longing see realize herself. The soul 
thing which she recognizes having always been 
part her, although unseen, unknown. Jarrell 
writes the eland: 


had been there: had seen 

But not somehow—but this was like dream— 
Not seen that knew saw it. 

Because had never once all life 

Not seen it. was eland. 


The eland has been fed the same food the family, 
but still becomes sick and taken away. this 
wife’s real being has been fed the same food the body 
has been fed, and has become sick, having 
taken mental institution, where the eland 
killed, the sickness cured. The woman returns home, 
and life goes satisfactorily for time. But then her 
son shows her picture eland. Then she also 
sees the German word elend the dictionary and 
discovers her horror that means wretched. Jar- 
rell expresses her terrible bewilderment and confusion 
this way: 


‘This antimacassar that grew from 
And this were true. 


How ridiculous grow antimacassar from ‘seed. 


How ridiculous say that eland stands for wretched, 
say that the soul wretched. But all these 
are terribly possible, and true this 
antimacassar made cotton can quite literally 
grown from seed; the soul often wretched the 
confines established life, society. 

When the eland was allowed exist, only her 
imagination, this woman felt that she really existed, 
She fled from reality into the dreams eland, and 
the world called her crazy. she asks 
these questions: 


Yet how can believe it? believe that 

Owned it, husband, children? voice the voice 
that skin being—of what owns, owned 

honor dishonor, that borne and bears— 

that raw thing, the being inside 

That has neither wife, husband, nor child 

But goes last naked from this world 

born into it— 

And the eland comes and grazes its grave. 


the old fairy stories, supernatural help was avail- 
able help ease pain complete escape from 
trouble. That help can still available today, but 
must come from the same source the legends; 
from within the beliefs the individual, from his 
own self-knowledge, out his confidence 
Society cannot help, will not help; fact, actively 
stands the way such self-belief. this poem, 
Jarrell says: 


For this woman believe her eland, believe 
herself, let herself what only she knows she 
must do, marks her different, peculiar and even 
insane. She fulfilled only when she owns her eland, 
takes part her own dream. This animal helps her, 
just and poetry can help all men bring- 
ing them the real life, the life that the poet sees miss- 
ing society, the life the soul and deep feelings 
rather than that the body and mere surface senses. 
But this freedom comes only when every man owns 
his own eland, possesses his own soul, tastes his own 
blood, dreams his own dreams, creates his own 

Randall Jarrell trying create just such free- 
dom not only for himself, but also for his readers 
accomplishing all these acts his poetry. 


English the University Houston. 
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WILLIAM ANZALONE Graduate 1958 and winner the 
Rotch Prize Architecture, William Anzalone was influenced into the 
field fine art Gyorgy Kepes. After brief period with the Boston 
Museum Fine Arts School, migrated Houston, where now 
resides. has had one-man shows paintings and drawings Marion, 
Massachusetts, Dallas, Texas, Austin, Texas and represented almost 
every major private collection this area. His work presently exhibited 
the Meredith Long Houston Galleries. Born Brooklyn, New York 
1935, Anzalone married Louise Beaudry New England. They have 
one daughter, Toni Ann. Mr. Anzalone teaches painting and drawing 
the University Houston Art Department. 
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ARCHIBALD HENDERSON JR. 


Salvatore Quasimodo 


“workman 


Lyric poet mechanical universe—Wordsworth 
who has bypassed science: this Salvatore Quasi- 
modo (1901- Prize Winner for Litera- 
ture. When Wordsworth wrote his preface the 
Lyrical Ballads 1800, was full the praises 
science, for believed that science would furnish 
flesh and bones for the poetry the future, once its 
formulas and theorems had been assimilated. Picture 
yourself, then, poet who also loves nature but 
who now has live the world science’s con- 
summation who knows the smell machines and 
the seasick roll the freeways, who has been blinded 
the klieg lights fraudulence and seared with the 
glare artificial publicity. 

Such poet Quasimodo. 

Instead heralding science, holds his nose and 
lives with it. Instead accepting science, the robots 
stalking him every side, the airplanes weaving the 
continents tightly together and jostling birds for land- 
ing-room, Quasimodo simply and surprisingly leaves 
science out the picture. Where might have 
struck pathos from the situation which man has 
handed over his birthright mess machines, 
Quasimodo lets science slide. prefers live 
world nature, nature that located even 
among transistorized experiences. notes 
beat, faint one but still heart-beat, through, be- 
tween, the horns and sirens and wings the present 
hour. 


these short poems his, for most them are 
less than this respect cer- 
tainly modern—Quasimodo breeds balmy, dream- 
like reality. has shed preoccupation with war, with 
art museum-coops, with making living. Through 
the looking-glass his own vision has descended 
bring back achievement, satisfyingness. This 
express what awkward him! awkward 
dreamy when all around one flourishes precise, 
dogmatically mathematical world. His poetry is, 
puts it, the poetry “workman dreams 
(Epitaph for Bice Donetti*). 

When read modern poet, always ask 
brings bright images, renders his 
observe, loses us. You would imagine from what 
have said Quasimodo’s indifference the world 
science, that is, the world which actually 
live, that Quasimodo lacks the sharp eye. This not 
so. visualizes things within his own realm and 
projects them images palpable, vivid, 
Here are two examples: 


The wind the woods 
races brightly the hills. 


This and the other translations given here are taken from 
the excellent book translations Quasimodo (New York: 
Farrar, Straus and Cudahy, 1960) Allen Mandelbaum. 
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Precociously day breaks: just the blood 
dismays the adolescent. 


And the water’s track dawn 
upon the shore. 


Again, from Street Agrigentum, comes the follow- 
ing; the “marranzano” referred musical instru- 
ment like harp: 


How alone 

you are within the space still left you! 

And more you grieve one hears again the sound 
that moves far off and broadly towards the sea, 
where Hesperus already creeps with morning: 
the marranzano quivers sorrowfully 

the throat the waggoner, who climbs 

the hillside neat beneath the moonlight, slowly 
amid the murmur saracen olive trees. 


You will notice the impact memory Quasi- 
modo. With memory comes nostalgia. With nostalgia 
comes poetry. 

This all writer has, have all heard it— 
all possesses memory. There may only rag 
his back, emptiness his purse, food the 
larder; but will have, unless has been brain- 
washed the storm-centers school system, 
his memory. 

One memory all our poets fight Christianity. Bad 
dream, evil spirit exorcised, dances through 
our culture; none can inoculated against it. Not 
even the Communists. Khrushchev quotes the Bible, 
the Devil quotes Scripture. even Quasimodo, 
despite living separate worlds from ours, gauges 
life Christian terms. Christianity, his great nos- 
talgia, something that once gave life meaning, rules 
one phase Quasimodo’s spirit. 

Beauty rules another phase his spirit. Beauty 
once, not the now. past moment. Quasi- 
Imitation Joy expresses the idea (now 
familiar) that beauty like death. remember 
Keats’ Grecian urn, for instance, where the urn its 
perfection death’s silent ally. Quasimodo says: 


Where the trees make evening 
even more abandoned, 

how languidly 

your final step has vanished, 

like the flower that scarce appears 
the linden, insistent its fate. 
You seek motive for the feelings, 


experience silence 
Mirrored time reveals 

different destiny. Beauty flashing 
now other faces, saddens 
like death. 

have lost every innocent thing, 
even this voice, surviving 

imitate joy. 


Paradoxically, beauty involves break from the world 
nature, rupture from “the incomparable earth,” 
use his own phrase. strange that, although 
Quasimodo seems live and through the spirit 
nature, acknowledges that the world beauty 
special place, not nature but eternity, 
death seems be. 

familiar doctrine that the creation beauty 
removes the experience from our day-to-day life 
order elevate the reader into special and trans- 
cendent experience. certain values are doomed 
the process, beauty may gained for life. nature 
cannot ultimate, can yield the poet the substance 
art; can prosper him ways that enable him 
achieve vision, even though the process falls away 
like nose-cones from satellites whirl into space. 

This relationship peculiar one. Man alienated 
from nature, yet only through nature enabled 
create. See what Quasimodo says the poem calls 
For Human Smell: 


the murdered trees 

infernos wail: 

summer slumbers the virgin honey, 
the lizard its monstrous infancy. 


For human smell 

ask pardon the air angels, 
the water—my heart celestial— 
the fertile darkness the cell. 


not unlike the idea Lawrence: that 
create through the blood, through something that 
works below the level consciousness; and yet 
creating move out the “darkness the cell” 
into bright light vision. make out the earth 
new, indigenous world which considerations like 
blood are irrelevant—in fact, intrusive—and yet the 
blood speaks! speaks day when all shall 
beautiful, when shall reborn into new glory. 
Here Quasimodo’s the Just Human Time: 


She lies the wind deep light, 


ise, 
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beloved the time doves. 

Alone among the living, choicest one, 
you speak waters leaves; 
your voice consoles 

the naked night 

with gleaming joys and ardours. 


Beauty deluded us, the vanishing 

every form and memory. 

the fleeting motion unveiled the feelings 
mirroring the inward fires. 


But from your deep blood, 
the just human time, 
shall reborn without sorrow. 


this the Christian utopia, where our flesh will 
become pure spiritual flesh? the Marxist utopia, 
the classless state? just the poet’s eternal utopia? 
Whatever else is, most certainly the 
utopia, for poets always dream world special 
perfection. may also Christian and Marxist, 
despite the paradox, for Quasimodo Christian 
all are our culture, and Marxist, sharing 
does the humanitarianism leftism. 

Nature may become functional for the poet even 
special world art. For one thing, nature extends 
into our soul and provides allegories its moods. 
helps the poet ritualize his poetic nature 
supplying equivalents—metaphors—of his frame 
mind. 

Quasimodo often pictures his inner life through 
images nature, Dead Heron, where the past 
like just such dead heron which his powers 
imagination prey living things will prey upon 
the body what has died: 


the warm swamp, thrust into the slime, 
dear the insects, grieves 
dead heron. 


devour light and sound; 
struck down squalid echoes, 

from time time breath, forgotten, 
moans. 


Mercy, that not 
without words and forms 
one day, memory. 


Again Patient Day Quasimodo imagines him- 
self nature; parts him are parts nature; his 
eyes are the earth; the sense spring approaching, 


patient day 

thee, Lord, consign, 

not cured infirmity, 

knees cleft boredom. 

abandon me, abandon me: 
wail springtime 

forest 

born within eyes earth. 


Quasimodo finds that the poet and nature are 

addition serving him source genuine 
metaphors, nature pulses with spirit whose contact 
the poet seeks. Here again Quasimodo reminds 
Wordsworth. Quasimodo there greater gloom, 
perhaps due the working-out processes which 
Wordsworth was only partly aware. live 
vastly unhappier world many respects than Words- 
worth did! 

poem like the Banks the Lambro, one 
Quasimodo’s earlier poems, tells that even 
though construct out the world live 
equivalent sensual earthly love, the joy this 
perience must pass too its turn. His poem, Grief 
Things That Know Not suggests that every day 
Quasimodo, like St. Paul, lives many lives and dies 
many deaths. Applied his experience nature, 
suggests that each these moments affords him 
precious things grieve over. There special 
danger, indeed, when the contact with nature issues 
into sexual experience: the spirit becomes sexual 
spirit and blots out all but its own completion, and 
art founders sexuality. Thus nature, operating 
through the sense desire, can stultify well 
stimulate. 

Nature useful the poet other ways. For one 
thing, provides figurative language. have 
ready seen that Quasimodo the forms nature 
enable the poet express the forms his soul. There 
whole set poems which nature provides 
places the imagination the form islands. 
immediately remember the ethereal island Shake- 
speare’s Prospero The Tempest, well the more 
fantastic flying island Swift the third book 
Travels, where the English court George 
with its interest mathematics and astronomy 
made ridiculous. There is, addition, set Quasi- 
modo poems which nature provides the source 
imagination very particular form: that is, the 
form wind. Again, recall that Prospero The 
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Tempest, cooperating with nature and the stars, raised 
mighty storm order bring his magical 
the ships his enemies. And recall the whole 
symbolism the Bible and Christian tradition 
the spirit being breath. Quasimodo not alone 
figuring nature place for inspiration and source 
inspiration. 


sun burst swollen into sleep, 

and trees 

adventurous aurora 

where you, unmoored, set sail, 

and mild marine seasons 

ferment shores that verge birth. 


here, infirm, awake, 

bitter with other earth 

and with the mutable mercy song 
love germinates 

men, death. 


grief bears new green, 

but the hands are airy 

your branches, 

women whom sadness 

shut desolation 

and time never touches, 

that grays me, strips bark. 


you cast myself: coolness 
naves settles the heart: 
naked steps angels 

sound there, the dark. 


Finally, nature inspires the poet suggesting new 
myths him. the poem Mycenae transforms 
one the old stories give mythical proportions 
for our day. is, were, tourist who visits 
the past and renews our imagination certain age- 
old experiences. 


the road that runs through Mycenae, lined 
with eucalyptus, you can find 

sheep’s-mild cheese and scented wine 

belle Helene Menelas,” 

tavern that veers the mind from the blood 
the Atreides. Your kingdom, Agamemnon, 
bandit’s den beneath Mount Zara, 
jutting over crooked gullies, 

its stone not scarred roots. The poets 
speak much you, the crime invented 

your house crisis, 

Electra’s funereal frenzy, 


that nurtured—with the eye sex, 

for ten long years—her distant brother 
matricide; the diabolical 

speak the logic the queen, 

wife the absent soldier, 

Agamemnon, mind and sword betrayed. 
And only you are lost, 

Orestes, your visage vanished without 

golden mask. the Lions the gate, 
the skeletons that scenic harmony 
philologists have raised from the stones, 
greeting Greek Sicilian. 


Quasimodo is, then, sufficiently aware nature and 
what nature may for the poet. also aware 
what nature does the poet. For, after all, the 
man lives nature. Just nature has composed him, 
will decompose him. One the joys youth 
the adequacy the senses the call the 
moment. When the attrition time the senses 
longer spring the least whisper urge, the poet 
feels not the ordinary man’s grief, which sufficient, 
but the grief one whom passion has meant both 
physical and artistic joy. Like Wordsworth, Quasi- 
modo dreads the possibility that his physical cells 
will dead and that his art will then lapse from the 
absence any sustaining impetus. The compensation 
for this loss difficult visualize, but perhaps 
there for the poet the enlarged sense actuality 
achieves growing older. Let consider his 
poem called Word: 


You smile that grow lean for syllables, 
bend the hills and heavens, azure hedge 
around me, murmuring elms 

and voices trembling waters; 

that beguile youth 

with clouds and colours 

deepened the light. 


know you. All astray you 

does beauty lift the breasts, 

scoop the loins and soft motion 
widen through the timorous pubes, 

then redescend harmony forms 

the feet comely with ten conch shells. 


But take you, lo: 
you, too, are word and sorrow. 


Thus, contact with what usually designate 
“harsh reality” affords the poet pain which yet 
gift for the renewal inspiration, pain which re- 
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minds him world that enables memories 
incarnated. Pain the order nature: art enables 
the poet transcend it. Quasimodo asks “miser 
pain” delay his gift while the poet released 
the abandonment poetic creativity. 

the poem Young Woman Bent Back Among 
the Flowers Quasimodo indulges moment rec- 
ollection which recalls lovely girls and lovely 
mother. During the bliss this fantasy dead 
everything the world around him until sees 
young woman about yield, the present, love: 


One divined the occult season 

from the anxiousness nightly rains, 
from clouds that varied the skies, 
wavy light cradles: 

and was dead. 


city hanging mid-air 

was final exile, 

around called 

the soft women ago, 

and, years renewed, mother 

her gentle hand choosing roses, 

with the whitest ones she garlanded head. 


Night outside, 

curves gold, the stars pursued 
precise and unknown paths 

and things, made fugitive, 

drew secret corners 

tell gardens opened wide 

and the sense life; 

but was grieved with the final smile 


young woman bent back among the flowers. 


The pain not always this sort. Sunday 
Albis thanks the Lord for not betraying him but 
leaving him searched all the varieties pain: 


Thou hast not betrayed me, Lord: 
every grief 
was brought forth first-born. 


And Avidly Stretch Hand Quasimodo begs for 
his daily ration sorrow: 


behold me, Father; dust streets 
the pardoning wind lifts lightly. 
Yet once could not thin 

voice still crude and primitive, 
now avidly stretch hand: 
give sorrow daily bread. 


times, approaching sense what goes 
within him when most completely aware his 
life operating all its levels, gives interesting 
sense the planes his existence. looking 
back the past, sense, but that past bound 
within him and urges him on. 

Because has passed the age his greatest 
ical might, Quasimodo feels more odds with the 
world than perhaps would have felt the most 
rebellious time life—that is, when are 
agers and juvenile delinquents. odds not 
simply with the fact age. odds with the 
world itself. is, although does not say di- 
rectly Wordsworth did, disillusionment with 
“what man has made man.” This sense human 
failure affects oblique way much that Quasi- 
modo has written. not exclusively the Christian 
sense that man inevitably falls short the grandeur 
exile. cannot love the civilization that man has 
prepared with his own hands; yet cannot, some- 
how, bring himself scotch with hatred. Rather, 
turns from it, hopeless. 

recall other great poet exiles—Ovid, sent far 
from Rome; Dante, shut out Florence; and Victor 
Hugo; and Eliot and Pound, estranged. 
remaining Italy, has overcome most the bitter- 
ness. solution sorrow remains. 

Here the first stanza Lament for the South: 


The reddish moon, the wind, your colour 

woman the North, the expanse snow... 

heart now upon these meadows, 

these waters clouded the mists. 

have forgotten the sea, the grave 

conch shell sounded Sicilian shepherds, 

the cantilenas the carts along the streets, 

where the carob tree trembles the smoke 
stubble fields. 

have forgotten the passage the herons and 
the cranes 

the air green plateaus 

for the lands and streams Lombardy. 

But man will anywhere cry out homeland’s 
fate. 

one will take South again. 


There is, further, the sense that man helpless 
against the strength our world, that is, the world 
atoms, achievements, and birth control, daily 
newspapers Only “the 
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rather shaky and feeble remedy. 

Quasimodo, his poetry, least, rejects “isms.” 
One would imagine that would hearken his 
sorrow the promises Christianity the blandish- 
ments Communism. Indeed, often couches his 
poems Christian terms, since searching not 
only for consolation but also for significance. 

One these Christian poems particularly like 
called Lamentation Friar Ikon; the “as- 
carides” mentioned are simply worms. 


live enough aridity, 
God; 
green squalor! 


night drones loud 


with insects; 


lament 
rotten tunic wool: 


card flesh 
gnawed ascarides: 
love, skeleton. 


Deep, concealed, cadaver 
chews earth steeped urine: 


repent 
having given Thee blood, 
Lord, refuge: 


mercy! 


There you hear the note the penitent and yet 
unreconciled soul. 

One the things that hard comprehend is, 
Quasimodo perhaps feels, that formal Christianity 
(the Christianity magnificent structures and glo- 
rious has failed. For instance, there 
Milan, August 1943, which, though war poem, never- 
theless suggests the inability Christianity rise 
again spiritual assertion. 


vain you search among the dust, 
poor hand, the city dead. 

dead: the final drone has sounded 
the heart the Canal; 

and from the aerial, high the convent, 
where sang before the sunset, 

fallen the nightingale. 

Dig wells the courtyards, 

longer the living thirst. 

Touch not the dead, red, swollen: 
leave them their houses’ earth: 

the city dead, dead. 


You will notice that refers the fact that “the 
nightingale” has fallen. Perhaps feels that the 
decline religion has brought poetry down too. The 
sickness the one related the sickness the 
other. 

Quasimodo does not, then, come any settled 
answer the questions that poses, does assert 
faith nature source inspiration. Christianity 
vow his faith it, but unable to; accepts 
only such answers his problems his nature- 
philosophy enables him provide. Inevitably, with 
such view, the poet will write great number 
autobiographical poems. will close this review 
Quasimodo’s poems with example Quasimodo 
the autobiographer. Here The Ferry, poem about 
voyage that favorite all harbors, death: 


From where you call? Your echo’s faint 
within this fog. Again it’s time: 

from the buts, the eager dogs 

rush the river, track the scent: 
bright with blood, polecat sneers 

upon the other shore. know 

that ferry: there the water, black 
stones emerge; how many ships 

pass the night with sulphur torches. 
Now you are truly distant, your voice 
has the measureless tone echo 

and can barely hear its 

But see you: you have violets, 

pale, your clasped hands, arid lichens 
near your eyes. Thus, you are dead. 


sum up. Salvatore Quasimodo, Italian poet, 
Nobel Prize winner for 1959, lover nature and pious 
observer world cannot tolerate, inspires with 
his dreamy and nostalgic world nature. enters 
into his own earth and heaven. They are not entire- 
unfamiliar us, for have learned them from 
Wordsworth and from Mallarme (for this the world 
art, too). Yet Quasimodo has enabled this spirit 
nature and art yield yet one more harvest: his 
poetry, quintessence dream and sorrow. 


Archibald Henderson, Associate Professor 
English the University Houston, specializes 
Shakespeare and modern poetry. has written 
several times Colin Wilson the Southwest 
Review. 
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DAVID CORNEL DEJONG 


Three Poems 


AND EXTERIOR REWARDS 


and coiled molestingly 

front the grandfather 
clock with beard and 
hearing-aid, forever adjusting 
the weights, but because 

raining outside 

enter with boots 

jocund man whose tail 

keeps wagging for candidate 
promising domestic peace. 


Wag, and keep dog, turncoat 
cat, rustle about with lovebirds 
and amplify need for love 
with voice groomed convenient 
verbs; set before the snake wife 
white mouse tamed with finesse 
but ignore the clock which 

the old man was locked when 

stepped snakes. 


The day lopes on, eases 

out then, face always 

the little snake, always 

beyond the threat the clock; 
the cat scampers along, the dog 
stays with bone, the moon 

the compromised sky holds 

mirror face and see 

forgot shave, jangle car 

and house keys, recall bargain 
folly from youth, and find 

night utterly remote, stop 

the corner telephone booth 
and arrange for three funerals: 
own, dead-at-sundown snake, 
and the last gone insanely 
mute grandfather the clock. 
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HEIRS PRESUMPTIVE 


They watch pot 

blooming petunias, 
they render hyena 
chuckles together, wiping 
vast velvet sleeves 
across old countenances 
which recently intoned 
passages from the bible 
and feel kindred and 
palmist resemblance 

Job his tormentors. 


With green-thumbed hands 
they wipe fertile 
tears, recite references 

voting booth whispers; 
the stillness here 

incidental and permits 
rasping cicadas, 

and whittled deity 
hangs cool mother- 
of-pearl cross gasping 
but more celestially- 
August cicada sounds. 


we, they ask, making 
life simple with pots 

petunias, don’t accept 
the cross-toting life 

were young florists, 
mope with floral 
faces? Their answers are 
the selfsame questions, 
fluttering and mating 

like butterflies, but 

the cabbages row 

upon emerald row cannot 
embraced kissed 

for all their roundness, 

also the spirit 

the faintest thing and 

August the moon 
becomes perishable 
disarmed reality. 


YET VOTED 


LIKE PRESIDENT 


the second place 

here stand wagging 

secondary tail even 
ready pull the sun down 
like kite, winding 

nothing except wary me. 


Wind booms, stars bark, 
house shrills, and dash 
for some kindred cover; 
when need, bite coin 
beard lion because 

chose grandfather for 
defections life. 


Then take second stance, 
breathe the sky, 

forgive whatever blood 

mine scaled heavenward. 
Bless you, son, grandfather 
mumbles and sit down 
play chess all over. 


David Cornel DeJong, 

106 Francis Street, Providence, 
Rhode Island, has written 

ten novels, three juveniles, 

many short stories, and 

several volumes poetry. 

His latest book poetry 
Outside the Four Walls 
Everything, just issued 

Lindin Press. 
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ROBERTA KEVELSON 


loving her enemy with all heart 


“Hilda, will you get move on!” Lucinda snapped. 
“You'd think were going funeral the way 
you're poking around.” 

Hilda shimmied her formidable fanny. Where does 
she think she’s going, decked out like Lady Astor’s 
pet horse? Lucinda was dressed kill, complete with 
iridescent war paint. Thinks she knows all. But her 
Harry was pushover. like put that one 
her place—with Fred, where she belonged. 

had been ages since she and Harry had gone 
off together. Now Hilda looked forward one more 
weekend shot hell. Time was, she never knew what 
expect. relief get home one piece? 
Would she ever forget that weekend they went hunt- 
ing Maine? Harry insisted was aiming for the 
buck, but he’d missed mile; the bullet had just 
missed her head whistle. 

“Dead-eye Harry,” teased. “Darling, you 
hit the side barn door!” How Harry had 
laughed! shook all over, the way every bit him 
enjoyed something funny. That Harry, the last word! 

Those were the good old days. She wished 
been quick invite the Harcourts along 
the beach today, though. She had started object, 
but got further than opening her mouth and closing 
again. would never contradict Harry, not 
even front old friends. After all, people talk, and 


one thing leads another Besides, was too 
hot make fuss. Hilda unbuttoned the waistband 
her old pink slacks. least now she could breathe. 
Her motto was, you can’t fight it, forget it. 

Lucinda teetered sequined mules, pawing the 
ground impatiently, like circus horse spangled 
trappings. How can she walk those things? Hilda 
prided herself being reasonable woman, and 
she often told herself, fun’s fun, and that 
she had anything against Lucinda, but honestly, man 
like her Harry deserved only the best. She studied 
the corn-crusted little toe poking through the hole 
her own broke-in sneaker. 

Really let herself like that. She raised 
five fingers, acknowledging Fred. ambled over and 
propped himself against the side the car. Nod- 
ding sleepily, crossed his arms over his belly and 
scratched his ribs without much interest. 

Harry took deep breath that sounded though 
pulled from his toes; held until his 
pants slipped down around his hips. “Boy, whatta 
day! Just smell that grass, willya?” 

Lucinda wrinkled her nose and shrugged, “So? 
it’s grass. what?” 

“Aah!” Harry winced like was pain. Hilda 
took her cue, “Harry, you took the words right out 
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Redouble 


had way about him, that Harry, making 
her see things, when hissed, “Didja see that?” 
urgently that she looked real hard, because for 
minute there she’d afraid she would never see 
that way again. Sometimes made her feel glad just 

“Hey, Hilda! Look alive, willya? You can daydream 
when get the beach. hate this dillydallying.” 
Harry was backing the car out slowly, impatiently 
trotting dust the car roof with his long nervous 
fingers. 

Lucinda beckoned Harry with outstretched arms. 
She motioned him her, Hilda thought, with the 
attitude old maid aunt who really stand 
kids, and secretly wishes the toddler would fall flat 
his face. now Hilda realized just how 
things were with Harry and Lucinda. Funny how life 
repeats itself, she observed with small wonder. 

Had reached the point where the only thing that 
mattered between them was keeping the game open, 
outplaying each other with that desperate excitement 
that Hilda remembered well? And now Lucinda 
and Harry had grown right under her nose. 
had always been her, Hilda, who had been there, 
dealing one for one with Harry. was wild. 
what had kept them going. Now now she under- 
stood how Lucinda must feel—but she had admit, 


she brought herself. had always been the 
gag; the punchline. She knew that’s what was im- 
portant people who care. Not that good joke 
worth repeating, but somehow she had thought 
she and Harry had something special, just between 
the two them. course, she had let him down. 

Hilda pulled the front seat forward for Fred. 
dragged himself in, mumbling, see what the 
rush all about. there.” Atta boy, 
Fred. knock yourself out. You'll live longer. 
Hilda caught glimpse herself the car window. 
She breathed herself small she could and 
rebuttoned the top button. Fred sank into the up- 
holstery, worked groan yawn, and expired 
with satisfied grin. sure. yourself. The four 
them were one big happy family. 

Harry was humming, “Gonna take sentimental 
journey That oldy. Just seeing him like that did 
something her. The car rolled back unexpectedly 
and the door slammed shut. She pulled her fingers 
out time. Harry roared. Innocent baby, with 
that wide-eyed look his face. “Take 
easy sugar-pie. been worse. 
been me.” That Harry. What card. 

Still, like believe meant it. Hilda slung 
the beachbag over her arm and sighed. She tightened 
her lips and squared her shoulders. she al- 
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ways made the best things? There was, after all, 
something said for easy living, too. 

Harry leaned across the front seat push the door 
open for her. Not all like him. used 
once even jumped the hood hold the door open. 
would bow from the waist and gesture her 


with flourish. Everyone always sniggered politely 
when shrugged one particular, “My 
delicate little flower 

Hilda was almost two inches taller than and 
twice broad. But she liked the attention. Even 
Lucinda been able kill for her with that 
snide “If Fred ever fussed over like that I'd 
pretty sure something funny was going on.” Lately, 
Harry fussed and Lucinda had been horribly 
kind. was funny she could cry. 

She waited for Lucinda climb back. Lucinda, 
apparently, had intention moving. She was 
fanning herself with lace hanky, fluttering ‘Joy’ 
back and forth, and smiling herself the window 
five different ways. Still mugging, “Well, are 
aren't we? You know ride back. Gives 
headache.” She conferred gratuitous side glance, 
“You don’t mind, you, dear? You're always 
disgustingly healthy.” Lucinda dabbed her fore- 
head and smirked her sleeve. Can you spare it, 
lady? Hilda smiled back. 

Lucinda patted Hilda’s rump, herding her into the 
back though she were leading her pasture. Hilda, 
her own generous admissions, was big woman— 
substantial, she corrected herself—but there was noth- 
ing bovine about her. Hilda ruminated moment, 
wishing she had snappy comeback. Well, didn’t 
matter. Lucinda wanted childish that was 
her business. She was above that sort thing. 

Hilda lumbered self-consciously. She could feel 
Lucinda’s condescension her backside, like the hot 
sun burning through her slacks. Must more grace- 
ful way this. 

“Need any help?” Lucinda beamed though but- 
ter melt her mouth. She tucked Hilda 
gingerly, like much laundry into sack. “There 
now,” she whinnied. Hilda tried appear in- 
debted. She nodded gratefully Lucinda’s “All 
comfy back there, are we?” Lucinda folded her own 
long legs neatly the front seat and jabbed Harry 
the ribs with her sharp knees. 

Fred chugged into boiling snore, like almost 
empty teakettle with occasional whistle. Harry 
switched the radio. “Maybe can drown him 
out.” 


Lucinda sniffed, “Of course, that’s one way 

But Hilda leaned back, contented. they had 
nothing else, least now she could relax and enjoy 
the ride. Leave everything hands, 
unbuttoned her waistband. The countryside flicked 
bothering think, wonder, comment. She 
her eyes, lulled the steadily droning bickering 
the front seat. 

abrupt silence startled her. Lucinda had turned 
the radio off and was complaining, can’t stand 
stuff blasting ears!” 

Harry snorted and turned the volume up. 
glared; Harry’s eyes glittered. Hilda stared out the 
window. There they again. was just too embar. 
rassing, like watching honeymooners lovey-doveying 
public. 

Lucinda blew rope smoke around 
neck. squirmed and fiddled with the dial until 
found station that scratched static and blared 
rock-and-roll simultaneously. held his hand over 
the knob. “Waterloo, waaterlooo Lucinda 
up, but not before she first turned around groan 
Fred and ask Hilda whether she least 
turn him off. 

Hilda started say, “Well he’s not 
but Lucinda had swivelled back, distinterested. She 
should know better than talk about her husband 
like that. It’s not nice. Hilda settled herself again. The 
road stretched and until frayed stop 
under the sand. The shore was scarred with kelp. 
But when the tide comes in, she 
everything would washed nice and clean again. 

against the back Harry’s seat. Harry pivoted 
way around, and licked his upper lip with amused 
relish. “Okay boy. you were.” 


Fred obeyed with the trained reflexes top-noteh 
soldier. broke into jaw-shattering yawn and 
picked himself from his thighs. “Made pretty good 
time, Harry. even notice the distance 
smoothed his hair back apologetically. 

anything that didn’t hit you between the eyes.” 

say 

“Forget it, Fred. She’s not particular today. Doesnt 
give damn who she’s bitchin’ at.” Harry winked 
Hilda. She smiled back approvingly. That was one 
thing could never say about her. 
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hope not going leave the car right out 
the broiling sun? hot hell later.” 
would never have bossed Harry like that. The motor 
was still running. Harry had pointed the car the 
direction the picnic clearing that was shaded 
grove stunted pines. turned the ignition 
off. 

like here, and here stays.” 

“Gawwd!” Lucinda the evangelist rolled her eyes. 
“How you stand him? Before ever live with 
him I'd take gas!” 

“If first you don’t succeed, try, try again,” Hilda 
suggested brightly. dismal flop. But after all, 
shouldn’t wife loyal she did feel some obliga- 
tion defend Harry. She reinforced her defenses, 
surprised what you can get used after 

“You always were the easy-going kind.” Lucinda 
made sound like affiction. Hilda bit her tongue 
just case she might think something nasty and 
tempted say it. Lucinda didn’t wait. She had 
pranced out the car and whipped off her serape. 

Holding the shawl off front her, Lucinda 
danced circles around Harry, executing glib-footed 
faena. Wide open. Harry lunged. Ole for bull-headed 
Harry. side-stepped her extended foot and bel- 
lowed off, leaving Lucinda standing there waving her 
limp comehither. 

Fred was all tied with knot his shoelaces; 
but for the first time that afternoon Hilda felt dry 
under the arms, almost self-possessed. “I'll bring the 
blanket, Harry, and the lunchbasket, and the suntan 
oil, and your forget anything?” She had 
prepared only egg-salad sandwiches Harry 
feel compelled offer her first taste his. That 
Harry, always sharing even the little things. 

nodded. “Okay. bring the cards. Maybe 
can get rubber bridge the wind lets up.” 
Life might one big joke Harry, but cards? 
Harry always played his hand were 
matter life death. 

“You going teach how swim today, Harry?” 
Lucinda was just plain mean. They all knew Harry 
was the kind swimmer that spluttered off like 
outboard motor and died after the first few yards 
Well, might short-winded, but one could 
say didn’t have the right spirit. Besides, Harry 
was touchy about not being much athlete. 
always covered horsing around the water. 
She ride him like that. It’s rude. 

Lucinda snatched the portable radio from Harry 


and held arm’s length over her head. Harry 
pulled her arm down and twisted it. Good clean fun. 
Hilda felt cheated. They had once had such wonder- 
fully wholesome times together, too 

Splashing the water. was years ago, few 
months after they were married. Harry had grabbed 
her the ankles and had pulled her under. 
laughed, her face streamed with salty happy tears. 
She had pushed his head down with the broad paddle 
her hand. 

“Give that radio! C’mon now, break your 
arm!” Now Harry was threatening Lucinda with 
affection that, right, was hers. 

“If you want it, come get man 
enough, that Lucinda rallied with unnecessary 

Hilda smiled them, what she hoped passed for 
affably intolerant, insincerely amused smile, and 
turned away. She bear watch. Disgusting! 
Had she ever been quite that obvious 

No. Not even while she was sitting his head 
the water. Not even while tugged and kicked 
mountains rabid foam. Not even while she 
realized for the first time how dearly she hated him 
and how she wished she could hold him down for- 
ever and yet, knew that split second that she 
would never, could never really give him up. Not 
even then had she ever been obvious—because 
that have been playing fair at_all. 


Harry had squirmed loose and tackled the back 
her legs. She went down blubbering, “Okay, you win 
this round,” and all the time she could feel him shak- 
ing with laughter. 

What would ever 
without you?” That was their little joke. What 
they do? Oh, the possibilities 

Harry was holding Lucinda’s arm tightly behind 
her. “So you want play rough, you?” Lucinda 
whimpered; she was adamant. How well she had 
learned the best way get rise out Harry, Hilda 
marvelled. 

had admired her, once, too. “Spunky, 
you?” His eyes had been raw with excitement. “We'll 
just see about that!” That day they had faced each 
other the water, breathlessly aware the bid and 
the challenge. Their mutual laughter was hysterical 
with joy. 

Now Lucinda was drawing four straight lines from 
Harry’s elbow his wrist with her luminous nails. 
tightened his grip. “Cut out, Harry. hurt- 
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ing me!” Her legs buckled and she dropped the 
radio. barely whispered plopped into the 
They were panting. they stood back from 
each other their faces froze identically brittle 
smiles—it was their look, Hilda noted bitterly. 

She leaned her back against the railing. curved 
pliantly. Fred, standing next her, visored his short 
sighted eyes salute the top brass. gazed 
blankly out the water that agitated endlessly, futile- 
ly, and griped, “Someone oughta complain about the 
rail. not safe.” Hilda patted his arm. means 
well, poor dear. 

Harry echoed, “Yeah, better watch your step. 
hate waste nice day like this picking pieces.” 

Lucinda cut acidly, boy. Soft-hearted 
Harry. But all know the truth don’t now?” 

Hilda shot pointed look Harry; was stricken. 
His reply was explosive “Sonofa followed 
volley deathly silence. how vulnerable 
they were, and they had tried careful. 

But Lucinda continued rub her arm, ignoring 
them. She mumbled herself, loud enough 
overheard, nasty enough overlooked, “Besides, 
Harry can't stand the sight blood—can you, 
lover?” 

lot she knew about Harry! Hilda was reassured. 
crime being finicky. Harry was inspecting his 
arm with clinical curiosity, fascinated the 
fingernail gashes that hadn’t yet begun turn color. 

Hilda walked slowly down the stairs that led 
the beach, testing the boards tentatively before she 
stepped hard. Caution had become sentiment, with- 
out real meaning anymore. Once caution had meant 
everything her careful, now. One step 
time... 

was Harry’s custom work with his power tools 
down cellar Tuesday evenings. One Tuesday after- 
noon, three years ago, Hilda removed the riser 
the top stairs. 


going downstairs fiddle around awhile. 
You don’t mind leave you alone for few hours?” 
knew she was his way being nice, 
though. That Harry, always considerate. 


“No, course not, dear. know how relaxes 
you.” She picked her knitting. Harry would just 
love the sweater! She dropped four stitches. All 
thumbs. This was it. Then, suddenly she didn’t want 
over. With Harry gone all the fun would 
gone, too. The trick was prolong the tension, 
believe the game, draw each breath though 


might the one necessary card for pat hand 
And with who else but Harry could the stakes 
high and the pot worth taking? 

“Harry first she called softly, then sharply, 

poised there the threshhold for seconds that seemed 
forever, was neither here nor there. 

“Something you want for?” His voice 
like stiff neck hairs. 

like getting out. You can work downstairs tomorrow 

you?” She hadn’t intended sound des. 
perate, but she heard the pleading her voice—and 
there was. What was done was done, she always 
said. 

came over stand behind her chair. She knew 
smiling. Even without turning around she 
could see him gloating, raking the chips. Shed 
reneged. She looked him; pitied her. 
advertently, she glanced toward the cellar steps. 
followed her look, and while still smiling, she watched 
the pity become, almost imperceptibly, supercilious 
contempt. 

“Honey, why don’t you bed early? won't 
that long, but there are few things want finish 
tonight.” There had been nothing for her 
There were just some things nice people 
about. 

After she got into bed, turned off the light and 
kissed her the cheek. She lay there the darkness 
and watched familiar shadows grow monstrous. She 
waited. Nothing. Then she heard the motor hum and 
the hammer tapping away and there was 
still Harry. 

work long. After more than fifteen- 
twenty minutes she heard him splashing the bath- 
room. She got up. 

“You okay?” kept mopping his face with the 
towel. His muffled reply, “Sure, what did you expect?” 
seemed come from miles off. She went into the 
kitchen warm glass milk for him. liked 
something warm drink before went sleep. 
That Harry, just big overgrown kid. The cellar light 
was still on. 

Almost without thinking, she opened the door 
step down. She quickly withdrew her foot. She knelt 
the landing peer over. The top stair had been 
repaired. She leaned over the light switch halfway 
down the staircase. Bending that far over always 
did frighten her. She’d have walk down, after all. 


Stoppi 
and 
missin 
light. 
She 
down 
baby. 
Harr 
him. 


was 
wan 
Lue 
She 
and 
The 
fee 
she 
ing 
4 ed 


Stopping brush few grains sawdust from the 
stair, she let her hand linger the tread minute, 
and then poked her fingers underneath. The riser was 
missing. She stretched way out and turned off the 
light. 

She had only look Harry, pretending 
asleep, know that she could never call his bluff 
again. She had trumped her own trick. And that 
Harry, trust him have ace his sleeve. Hands 
down, was his game. Like taking candy from 
baby. 

But who likes babies? Certainly not man like 
Harry. all fairness, she say she blamed 
him. the other hand, did Lucinda think she was 
match for him? All noise and nerve? Still, that 
was what wanted, the least she could do, con- 
sidering everything, was let him have his own way. 

going for swim,” she announced. “Anyone 
want race the raft?” 

Fred didn’t answer; never went near the water. 
Lucinda was sulking face down the blanket. Harry 
shook his head. “Nah, it’s too choppy. wait awhile.” 
She hadn’t really expected anyone, least all Harry, 
join her. could never beat her her own game, 
and hated lose. 


She waded until the water slapped her arms. 
Then she began swim, slowly, surely into the surf, 
feeling herself stronger with each capped mountain 
she tunneled through. Her body tingled. The raft 
swayed indolently before her. She turned over and 
rocked back and forth the comfortable hammock- 
ing water. Such nice day just lie back and relax 
but suddenly she knew what she had do. She 
doubled over and screamed. 

She raised her head and could see them start— 
curious, spindle-legged gulls—running down the 
edge the water with the rattled, jerky movements 
speeded-up, old-time movie. She screamed again, 
dramatically, giving everything she had. Harry 
splashed his ankles. flailed his arms, grind- 
ing himself out show bravado. She waved 
frantically. megaphoned through his hands, “Hold 
on, honey! save you!” Hilda smiled gently. That 
Harry, sight! Going make whole pro- 
duction it, aren’t you dear? 


Harry churned through the water and reached her 
exhausted, gasping for breath. spluttered, “Here, 
round neck.” She wrapped her arms around him 
and squeezed hard. 


“Hey!” tried free himself. “Take easy!” 


Why, the darling. was truly sincere- 
wanted save her. was that knew 
face the thought having hate her for 
his own weakness, for his humiliating impotence 
against the strength her determination? She could 
understand that. she felt that way herself? 
They were really well suited each other. 

Confident, she clenched both her hands together 
around his neck. bobbed under and up, belching 
mouthfuls water like red-eyed gargoyle. “Whatcha 
doin’?” Imagine. still didn’t quite believe her. 
Well, she would prove it. 

kick, Hilda! Relax!” thrashed himself 
under. She hugged him around his chest and hoisted 
him up. 

want relax anymore. It’s the struggle, 
you foolish darling. But you knew that all the time, 
didn’t you?” She tightened her hold and ducked him 
down. When she released him after minute two 
was dazed and bewildered-looking. Was pos- 
sible understood all? was that 
even now knew that such crude admission 
would only offend them both? She had believe 
that; she stop. She fail him again. 

His eyes widened bloodshot disbelief. Then 
smiled, green sick smile and went limp. “Whatever 
you say, dear.” 

She dragged him under and pressed him against 
her, loving her enemy with all her watched 
the pearly drops break against the surface the 
water and disappear. She watched the last one pop. 
Sure pretty, say. 

Hilda breathed deep, until her chest was tight. She 
plunged her head in, still clinging him, still holding 
him tenderly, protectively between her breasts. That 
Harry, nothing but skin and bones—and appetite 
like growing boy! Well, nobody could say she 
taken good care him. Gave him the best she had. 
No, all honesty—and never lied each 
other about the things that really count—in all 
honesty, she say she did all for him. She 
must confess. This was her greatest pleasure. 

“Thank you Harry dear.” She let out her breath, 
and with infinite satisfaction, watched the efferves- 
cence her life charge one last memorable 


bubble. 
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The King 
James 


Version 


the first 350 years 


When Elizabeth died, March 24, 1603, the crown 
England passed James who had worn the 
crown Scotland for thirty-seven years James VI. 
Some months after his coming England, James 
summoned conference churchmen and theologians 
Hampton Court “for the hearing, and for the deter- 
mining, things pretended amiss the Church.” 
Nothing much came the Hampton Court Confer- 
ence (which was held January 1604), except and 
notable exception was the resolution 

That translation made the whole Bible, 
consonant can the original Hebrew and Greek; 
and this set out and printed, without any mar- 
ginal notes, and only used all Churches 
England time divine service. 

The proposal for new translation came from Dr. 
John Reynolds, President Corpus Christi College, 
Oxford, leader the Puritan side the Church 
England, and one the greatest scholars his day. 
did not meet with unanimous approval; Richard 
Bancroft, Bishop London (soon Archbishop 


Canterbury), complained that “if every 
humour were followed, there would end 
translating.” But did meet with the approval 
the man who mattered most; James seized eagerly 
upon the proposal. profess,” said, could never 
yet see Bible well translated English; but think 
that, all, that Geneva the worst. wish some 
special pains were taken for uniform translation, 
which should done the best-learned men 
both Universities, then reviewed the Bishops, pre- 
sented the Privy Council, lastly ratified Royal 
authority, read the whole Church, and none 
other.” 

may thought surprising that James, who was 
not deficient scholarship, should stigmatize the 
Geneva version the worst when point fact 
was the best English translation the Bible have 
appeared thus far; but evident that was not 
much the translation the accessories that 
objected to. For when Bancroft urged that, new 
translation were undertaken, should with- 
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out notes, James cordially agreed. had seen, 
said, among the notes annexed the Geneva Bible 
some that were “very partial, untrue, seditious, and 
savouring too much dangerous and traitorous con- 
ceits.” instanced two: that Exodus 1:17 which 
suggested that the Hebrew midwives were right 
disobey the Egyptian king’s orders, and that 
Chronicles 15:16, which stated that King Asa’s 
mother should have been executed, and not merely 
deposed, for her idolatry supposed that 
suspicious mind thought that this might react un- 
favourably upon the memory his own mother, Mary 
Queen Scots. 

any case, the stipulation that the new version 
should have such annotations was most praise- 
worthy one. one would reasonably object notes 
intended make the sense plainer, and indeed notes 
this kind were provided the new version; but 
notes reflecting sectional points view theology 
church polity could only limit the usefulness 
version intended for all the English people. was 
the notes the Geneva Bible, rather than the actual 
text, that had made unacceptable many 
the leaders church and state early Elizabeth’s 
reign, and led the production the rival Bishops’ 
Bible. the new version was supersede both the 
Geneva and Bishops’ versions; was used 
both the Church’s Bible and the people’s Bible; 
was commend itself all schools thought, 
then must not include features that would gratui- 
tously offend any one group readers. 

King James himself took leading part organ- 
izing the work translation. Six panels translators 
(forty-seven men all) had the work divided 
among them; the Old Testament was entrusted 
three panels, the New Testament two, and the 
Apocrypha one. Two the panels met Oxford, 
two Cambridge, and two Westminster. When the 
panels had completed their task, the draft translation 
the whole Bible was reviewed smaller group 
twelve men, two from each panel, and then the 
work was sent the printer. Miles Smith, Canon 
Hereford (later Bishop Gloucester), and 
Thomas Bilson, Bishop Winchester, saw through 
the press, and Miles Smith composed the informative 
preface, “The Translators the Readers.” 

The forty-seven men included most the leading 
biblical scholars England. They received very little 
the way financial consideration during their 
labours (neither King nor Parliament had much money 
but those who were not already incumbents 


remunerative livings were not forgotten when these 
fell vacant. 

The rules which guided them their work were 
sanctioned, they were not indeed drawn up, 
James himself. The Bishops’ Bible was serve the 
basis for the new translation. The names Bible 
characters were correspond closely possible 
the forms common use. The Geneva Bible and 
the Bishops’ Bible, the Old Testament any rate, 
had endeavoured make proper names correspond 
closely the Hebrew forms; thus “Isaac” appears 
Geneva Izhak and the Bishops’ Bible Isahac. 
The new version reverted common usage this 
matter; but did not attempt maintain uniformity 
between the Old Testament and the New. Thus 
the name which appears Elijah the Old Testa- 
ment appears Elias the New, and particular- 
unhelpful have Joshua twice referred 
“Jesus” the New Testament (Acts 7:45; Hebrews 
4:8), where some earlier English versions had 
properly put “Joshua.” 

was further laid down that the old ecclesiastical 
words were kept (“church” and not “congrega- 
tion,” for example). Marginal notes were used 
only explain Hebrew and Greek words, and draw 
attention parallel passages. Words necessary 
complete the sense were printed distinctive 
type. The existing chapter and verse divisions were 
retained; new headings were supplied 
for the chapters. This last provision did, course, 
leave room for controversial matter, but the chapter 
headings actually provided were not such cause 
deep cleavage opinion among English churchmen 
that day. most books the chapter headings are 
strictly factual but the poetical and prophetic books 
the Old Testament they contain good deal 
theological exegesis. Thus, Psalm entitled “The 
majesty, power and holiness Christ’s all 
the mutual professions love the Song Songs 
are declared exchanges between the Church and 
Christ; Isaiah said contain “an exhortation 
after the pattern Abraham trust Christ, 
reason his comfortable promises, his righteous 
salvation, and man’s mortality.” But these were not 
issues that divided Bible readers the seventeenth 
century. 

When last the new version was published, 
bore the title: 

The Holy Bible, Conteyning the Old Testament and 
the New: Newly Translated out the Originall 
tongues, with the former Translations diligently com- 


4 


pared and revised, his Majesties speciall com- 
mandement. Appointed read Im- 
printed London Robert Barker, Printer the 
Kings most Excellent Majestie. Anno Dom. 1611. 
The New Testament bore the separate title: 

The New Testament our Lord and Savior Jesus 
Christ. Newly translated out the Originall Greeke; 
and with the former Translations diligently compared 
and revised, His Majesties speciall Commande- 
ment. Imprinted London Robert Barker, Printer 
the Kings most Excellent Majestie. Anno Dom. 
1611. cum Privilegio. 

The 1611 version commonly called the Authorized 
Version, but was never formally authorized any 
competent body either church state. order 
“authorized” any formal sense for use the 
Church England, would have required 
imposed Act Parliament, like the Book Com- 
mon Prayer. “His special Commandment” 
did course confer very considerable authority 
the new version from the outset, and the words “Ap- 
pointed read Churches” indicated the inten- 
tion that henceforth the new version should supersede 
the Bishops’ Bible the services the Church, 
the Bishops’ Bible had previously superseded the 
Great Bible. 

America the 1611 version more commonly 
referred the King James Version (KJV) 
designation which historically justified the active 
part taken King James organizing the translation 
and sealing the finished product with his 
although said that some people who speak the 
King James Version imagine that was the trans- 
lator, not indeed the original author. 

The translators’ dedication their work “to the 
most high and mighty prince James” well known, 
since continues printed the forefront 
most British editions. King James must have found 
the flattering terminology used towards him his 
English churchmen pleasant change from the homely 
language some his Scottish churchmen, like 
Andrew Melville, who plucked him the sleeve, 
called him silly vassal,” and reminded him that 
although was king the kingdom Scotland 
was only ordinary member the kingdom 
Christ! The translators express their pleasure 
active interest the translation Holy Writ, 
and their hope that what they have done this line 
may win his approval. doubt, they say, they will 
attacked extremists from right and left 
“traduced Popish persons home abroad, who 


therefore will malign us, because are poor 
ments make holy Truth yet more and 
more known unto the people, whom they desire 
selfconceited Brethren, who run their own ways, 
and give liking unto nothing, but what framed 
themselves, and hammered their anvil.” But that 
they need not over-concerned about such attacks 
seeing they are supported their own good 
science regarding their work and the 
and favour. 

Much more interesting the lengthy preface, “The 
Translators the Reader,” which unfortunately 
printed nowadays only very few editions. This 
preface begins, leisurely and learned fashion, 
justifying the principles Bible translation; then 
goes declare the necessity for this new transla- 
tion. discredit, the translators insist, intended 
the memory their predecessors, who gave the 
English people the Bible their own tongue under 
the Tudor monarchs. Those predecessors laid good 
foundation, apart from which would not have been 
possible erect such superstructure now 
presented the reader. those who question the 
necessity this latest work, they answer that they 
have obeyed the king’s commandment. “And what 
can the King command done, that will bring 
him more honour than this?” People ought thank 
God for ruler who takes such great interest his 
spiritual welfare rather than cavil and 
icize. those who point out defects their work, 
they answer that perfection never attainable 
man, but the word God may recognized the 
very meanest translation the Bible, just the 
speech addressed Parliament remains the 
speech when translated into other languages than 
that which was spoken, even not translated 
word for word, and even some the renderings 
are capable improvement. those who complain 
that they have introduced many changes 
tion the older English version, they answer 
expressing surprise that revision and correction should 
imputed faults. The whole history Bible 
translation any language, they say, history 
repeated revision and correction. 

After dealing some length with their critics, they 
explain what they have sought and how they 
have laboured it. 

Truly, good Christian Reader, never thought 
from the beginning that should need make 
new translation, nor yet make bad one good 


one; 
that 
using 
the 
you 
The 
about 
marg 
the 
trove 
Bible 
woul 
hone 
wish 


lang 


ig 
neve 
nor 
cant 
ther 
prec 
ther 
mer 
rath 
cau 
Thi 
Hel 
nat 
ref 
the 
res 


but make good one yet better, out 
many good ones one principal good one, not justly 
excepted against; that hath been our endeavour, 
that our mark. neither did disdain revise 
that which had done, and bring back the 
anvil that which had hammered: but having and 
using great helps were needful, and fearing 
reproach for slowness, nor coveting praise for expedi- 
tion, have length, through the good hand 
the Lord upon us, brought the work that pass that 
you see. 


They mention that some readers have misgivings 
about the alternative renderings suggested the 
margin, the ground that they may appear shake 
the authority Scripture deciding points con- 
troversy. This objection has been urged against other 
Bible versions, much more recent date; some people 
would prefer false appearance certainty 
honest admission doubt. The translators not 
wish exaggerate their competence the biblical 
languages. 

There many words the Scriptures, which 
never found there but once (having neither brother 
nor neighbour, the Hebrews speak), that 
cannot holpen conference places. Again, 
there many rare names certain birds, beasts, and 
precious stones, etc., concerning which the Hebrews 
themselves are divided among themselves for judg- 
ment, that they may seem have defined this that, 
rather because they would say something, than be- 
cause they were sure that which they said. 


This important point; our understanding the 
Hebrew vocabulary, especially regard such 
terms are indicated the Authorized Version 
translators, has been gradually increasing over the 
generations, and has received much welcome illumi- 
nation fairly recent times. The Revised Version 
reflects fuller knowledge this field than the Au- 
thorized Version; the Revised Standard Version rep- 
resents advance the Revised Version; and the 
New English Bible will found have profited 
greatly recent advances Semitic philology, but 
even the New English Bible makes pretence 
having attained finality. Where, then, there doubt 
about the meaning word phrase, not better 
warn the reader that this so? And what true 
uncertainties translation applies with equal force 
variant readings the manuscripts and other au- 
thorities for the text. This too the Authorized Version 
translators point out when they criticize Pope Sixtus 


for his ruling that variant readings should 
put the margin his edition the Latin Vulgate. 
“They that are wise had rather have their judgments 
liberty differences readings, than cap- 
tivated one, when might the other.” 


Another feature their work which the trans- 
lators draw the reader’s attention their deliberate 
employment variety English synonyms 
represent the same terms the original text. 


Another thing think good admonish thee of, 
gentle Reader, that have not tied ourselves 
some peradventure would wish that had done, 
because they observe, that some learned men some- 
where have been exact they could that way. 
Truly, that might not vary from the sense that 
which had translated before, the word signified 
the same thing both places (for there some 
words that not the same sense every where), 
were especially careful, and made conscience 
according our duty. 


example their procedure this matter 
provided the opening verses the fifth chapter 
Romans. Where the Authorized Version says, “we 

hope the glory God” (verse 2), 
“we glory tribulations” (verse 3), and “we also 
joy God” (verse 11), the ‘italicized verbs represent 
one and the same Greek verb. The Revised Version 
renders all three occurrences “rejoice.” the aim 
translation should the production equivalent 
effect the reader the translation the original 
wording produced the reader the original 
text, then there much said for translating 
passage like this the same original word 
the same word English; for good part the 
effect intended the original writer was produced 
his deliberate repetition one and the same word. 
Certainly the translator must not peremptorily 
debarred from the skilful and appropriate choice 
the right synonym the right context, but there are 
times when the recurrence the same word exactly 
what required. The English language, for example, 
has considerable range words more less 
synonymous with “horse”; but the repetition 
“horse” that makes Richard cry effective: 
horse! horse! kingdom for horse!” Let the 
reader replace the second and third occurrences 
“horse” two other words with the same meaning, 
and realize how inept the result is. probably 
right say that the Authorized Version has gone 
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too far its love variation, whereas the Revised 
Version runs the opposite extreme. 

The preface then goes on: 

Lastly, have the one side avoided the scru- 
pulosity the Puritans, who leave the old Eccle- 
siastical words, and betake them other, when 
they put washing for baptism, and congregation in- 
stead Church; also the other side have 
shunned the obscurity the Papists, their azymes, 
tunike, rational, holocausts, prepuce, pasche, and 
number such like, whereof their late translation 
full, and that purpose darken the sense, that 
since they must needs translate the Bible, yet the 
language thereof may kept from being under- 
stood. But desire that the Scripture may speak 
like itself, the language Canaan, that may 
understood even the very vulgar. 

The reference the Puritan preference for “non- 
ecclesiastical” terms reminds More’s criticism 
Tyndale. The “late translation” the “Papists” 
the Rheims New Testament 1582. Some its vo- 
cabulary was highly latinate, and this that the 
preface makes such severe comment. But the six 
words which quotes samples, three (“tunics,” 
“rational” and “holocausts”) have passed into com- 
mon currency. The Old Testament companion the 
Rheims New Testament the Douai Old Testament 
was not published until 1609 and 1610, too late for 
the Authorized Version translators make its ac- 
quaintance effectively. 

The translators evidently worked with proper 
sense responsibility; was light thing their 
eyes handle the sacred scriptures 
must. But they conclude their preface pleading 
for equal sense responsibility their readers. 

fearful thing fall into the hands the 
living God; but blessed thing is, and will bring 
everlasting blessedness the end, when God 
speaketh unto us, hearken; when setteth his 
word before us, read it; when stretcheth out 
his hand and calleth, answer, Here here 
are thy will, God. The Lord work care and 
conscience know him and serve him that 
may acknowledged him the appearing 
our Lord Jesus Curist, whom with the Holy 
Ghost all praises and thanksgiving. Amen. 

The quality their work needs commendation 
from anyone this time day; three hundred and 
fifty years have gone since they completed their 
task, and today their version still used preference 
any other over the world English-speaking Prot- 


estantism. England called the 
Version, but fact was never formally 
its intrinsic superiority over the version that 
before soon made itself felt, and very short 
time established itself the version for church 
home, for public and private use, superseding the 
Bishops’ Bible and the Geneva Bible alike. 


would have been surprising, however, cep. 
sorious voice had been raised against it. The 
version did not lack critics, but none was more forth. 
right his root-and-branch condemnation thap 
Dr. Hugh Broughton, distinguished scholar 
scribed eloquently his fellow-scholar John Light 
foot “the Great Albionean Divine, renowned 
many Nations for Rare Skill Salems and Athens 
Tongues and Familiar Acquaintance with all 
ical Learning.” For all his erudition, Broughton was 
not included among the revisers; was not cut out 
for collaboration with others, and would have proved 
impossible colleague. Probably resented the 
fact that was not invited serve, and when the 
new version appeared, sent critique one 
the king’s attendants: 


The late Bible was sent censure: which 
bred sadness that will grieve while 
breathe, ill done. Tell His Majesty that had 
rather rent pieces with wild horses, than any 
such translation consent should urged upon 
poor churches. The new edition crosseth me. 


Broughton had for thirty years been preparing 
revision his own, based the Geneva Bible, 
which his mind was the best existing English 
version. For the Bishops’ Bible, the other hand, 
could find nothing good say. “The cockles 


the sea shores,” declared, “and the leaves the’ 


forest, and the grains the poppy, may well 
numbered the gross errors this Bible, disgracing 
the ground our own hope”; and thought that 
“might well give place the Alkoran, pestred with 
lies.” did not live long enough publish his 
revision Geneva, for died 1612, the age 
sixty-three, confident the last the supremacy 
his own learning: will suffer scholar the 
world cross Hebrew and Greek, when 
sure have the truth.” 


The Authorized Version took harm from his 
fiery outburst against it. Three editions appeared 


quick succession the year publication. These 
were folio editions, measuring 
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The earliest known “the great edition” and 
the other two “the great editions,” because the 
renders the closing words Ruth 3:15 “and 
went into the city,” whereas the others have “and she 
went into the city” (the Hebrew manuscripts them- 
selves are divided between “he” and “she”). Quarto 
and octavo editions were published 1612. 

The heavy punctuation the Authorized Version 
was designed guide public readers the Bible 
church enunciate properly and place the em- 
phasis the right places. Paragraph marks 
dicated the beginning each paragraph Acts 
20:36, but none appear after that point. Why this 
should not all certain. Some correspondence 
the subject was published John 
Weekly September and October 19, 1951. the 
former issue John Stirling, editor The Bible for 
Today, suggested that after Acts 20:36 “perhaps the 
printer ran out these signs! certainly looks, judg- 
ing from the way missed occasional references 
the immediately preceding chapters, though 
were running short them; and there were not 
many more pages set was, perhaps, hardly 
worth while making any more. Who knows?” this 
suggestion the latter issue carried reply from 
Tudge: “That suggestion implies that the type for 
the whole book was set before printing, the 
practice today, but stocks the hand-cast type then 
used were small that usually only four pages were 
set and printed, the type being then distributed 
order set the next four, and throughout; 
therefore the long-suffering printer would have just 
many para. marks for the end for the start 
the Bible.” are left with the problem unsolved. 

There are quite number misprints 
tions wording and spelling the early editions. 
One original misprint has been perpetuated edi- 
tions the Authorized Version the present time: 
“strain gnat” instead “strain out gnat” 
Matt. 23:24. The first edition had, Mark 10:18, 
“There man good, but one, that God”; later 
editions have changed “no man” the more ap- 
propriate “none.” But all the misprints that the 
Authorized Version has suffered from, none has been 
scandalous the omission the word “not” from 
the Seventh Commandment edition 1631, for 
which the Cambridge printers were fined 300 pounds 
Archbishop Laud. The offending edition was com- 
monly known the “Wicked Bible.” Oxford edi- 
tion 1717 was known ‘as the “Vinegar Bible” be- 
cause the chapter-heading Luke had “Vinegar” 


for “Vineyard” the title “The Parable the Vine- 
yard.” The “Murderers’ Bible” (Oxford, 1795) was 
called because Mark 7:27 was made read: “Let 
the children first killed” (“killed” instead 
Other outstanding misprints were “he slew 
two lions like men” Sam. 23:20, for lionlike 
men”) and “the dogs liked (for ‘licked up’) his blod” 
Kings 22:38). The moral all this was pointed 
most effectually the careless typesetter who made 
Psalm read: “Printers have persecuted 
without cause”! 

the course time the spelling the earliest 
editions the Authorized Version was modified and 
modernized; sometimes still looks archaic (e.g. 
“marishes” Ezek. 47:11; Dan. 5:5; 
“musick” Luke 15:25), but comparison with 
seventeenth-century editions will show how greatly 
has been kept date. The chapter summaries 
have been reduced the course successive edi- 
tions; the marginal references have been expanded. 
All this has been brought about piecemeal private 
enterprise. 1701 dates were introduced into the 
margin, the instance Bishop Lloyd; these were 
based the main the calculations Archbishop 
Ussher. 

The Authorized Version was admirably suited for 
public reading. study its prose rhythms suggests 
that the men responsible for (not only King 
revisers but their predecessors far back Tyn- 
dale) had instinctive feeling for good style. 
article The British Weekly for December 27, 1956, 
referred pamphlet Dr. Lane Cooper 
Certain Rhythms the English Bible (Cornell 
University Press). 

particularly interested the use dactyls 
(long short short) and anapaests (short short long) 
our Authorized Version. preachers, orators and 
writers would spend little time noting the rhythms 
that version, they would grow discontented with 
the sentences that please them now. 

Consider, for instance, the effect the long row 
dactyls this sentence: “Who hath believed our 
report, and whom the arm the Lord revealed?” 
the change from iambus dactyl the sentence: 
“the sun rule day; for his mercy endureth for 
ever.” one example the use anapaests Dr. 
Cooper cites: “My doctrine shall drop the rain, 
speech shall distil the dew.” Finally observe the 
use cretic feet the translation James 1:19: 
“swift hear, slow speak, slow wrath.” 

Others have drawn attention the combination 
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dactyls and spondees (long long) which occasion- 
ally produces something like the hexameter verse 
Greek and Latin poetry: “Bind their kings with chains, 
and their nobles with fetters iron”; “How art thou 
fallen from heaven, Lucifer, son the morning!”; 
“Husbands, love your wives, and not bitter against 
them.” 

Prose rhythms not obtrude themselves the 
notice readers hearers, but they make power- 
ful impression none the less. Harsh combinations 
sounds accents, the other hand, produce sense 
distaste. “Take care the sense, and the sounds 
will take care themselves” not such infallible 
rule the duchess Alice imagined. was 
considerable extent the failure the men who pro- 
duced the Revised Version the 1880’s consider 
the sound well the sense that prevented their 
work from attaining anything like the popularity 
enjoyed the Authorized Version. 

few attempts were made later the seventeenth 
century revise the Authorized Version produce 
fresh translation, but nothing came them. The 
Long Parliament the reign Charles set 
commission consider what might done the 
matter, but further action was taken. 

Like its predecessors, the Authorized Version in- 
cluded translation the Apocrypha. Four years 
later Archbishop Abbot forbade anyone issue the 
Bible without the Apocrypha, pain one 
imprisonment. The Church England, accordance 
with Article VI, reads the books the Apocrypha 
“for example life and instruction manners; but 
yet doth not apply them establish any doctrine.” 
The Puritan party, however, and those who took their 
guidance from Geneva rather than from Canterbury, 
disapproved the inclusion the Apocrypha the 
Bible all. Some copies the Geneva Bible pub- 
lished Geneva 1599 omitted the Apocrypha, but 
this omission was the work; there gap 
the page-numbering between the 
Amsterdam edition the Geneva published 
1640, omitted the Apocrypha matter policy, 
and inserted defence this policy between the 
Testaments. 1644 the Long Parliament, which 
Puritan views were very influential, decreed that 
only the canonical books the Old Testament should 

have Cambridge edition the Authorized Version 
dated 1630 which lacks the Apocrypha, but this too 
matter binding, since the O.T. ends 590 and the N.T. 


starts 731. There some evidence, however, that the 
volume has been rebound. 


The last edition the Geneva Bible appeared 1644. 


read church, and three years later the 
minster Confession Faith declared that “the books 
commonly called Apocrypha, not being divine jp. 
spiration, are not part the canon the Scripture. 
and therefore are authority the Church 
God, nor any otherwise approved, made use 
of, than other human writings.” 

This policy prevailed the Church Scotland, 
but was reversed the Church England after 
the Reformation. The Nonconformists, however, 
tinued for the most part disregard the Apocrypha 
except for the historical value the books. not 
without significance that the first English Bible printed 
America (1782-83) omitted the The 
fashion printing the Authorized Version without 
the Apocrypha was reinforced the example the 
British and Foreign Bible Society (founded 1804), 
which 1826 adopted the policy omitting the 
Apocrypha from its editions. said that, when this 
Society offered provide the copy the Bible 
presented King Edward VII his coronation 
1902, the offer was declined Archbishop 
rick Temple the ground that “mutilated Bible” 
was unacceptable. 

For all its merits, the Authorized Version could 
not expected remain unchallenged for ever. 
Apart from gradual changes English usage, which 
have made its language seem increasingly remote and 
archaic many people today who have not the 
literary equipment appreciate it, the advances 
which have taken place during the past three and 
half centuries knowledge the original languages 
and text the Bible have made its revision impera- 
tive. Yet well recognized that, throughout the 
English-speaking world, there are hundreds thou- 
sands readers whom this version accepted 
“The Word God” sense which other 
version would accepted. Such attitude to- 
wards what but one among many available trans- 
lations may open criticism, but its persistence 
tribute the sound workmanship the men 
whom owe the version 1611. 


The first Bible printed America was John 
Algonquin version published Cambridge, Massachusetts 
the N.T. 1661, followed the O.T. 1663. The first Bible 
printed European language America was German 
Bible published Germantown, Pennsylvania, 1743; did 
include the Apocrypha. 


Bruce’s The King James Version: The First 
350 Years, copyright 1960 Bruce; reprinted 
permission Oxford University Press, Inc. 
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